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Comical Hiſtory. 


» — 


As it hath been often acted at the Private-Houſe in 
= ABlack-Friars, by his late MAI EST y's' Servants, 
3 with great Applauſe, 1655. 
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fe ter tevice putting forth to Sea, his Fame 
1 pwreck'd in either, and his once known Name 
In tuo = ears Silence buried, perhaps loſt 
= VI rthe general Opinion; at our Coſt 
AA zealous Sacrifice to Neptune made 
For good Succeſs in his uncertain Trade) 
Our Author weighs up Anchors, and once more 
Forſaking the Security of the Shore, | 
Reſolves to prove his Fortune: What 't will be, 
J not in him, or us to propheſy ; 
You only ean aſſure us. Yet he pray'd 
T bis little in his Abſence might be ſaid, 
Deſigning me bis Orator. He ſubmits | 
To the grave Cenſure of thoſe abler Wits 
His Weakneſs ; nor dares be profeſs that when 
The Critics laugh, he'll laugh at them again. 
(Strange Self-Love in a Writer ]) He would know 
His Errors as you find em, and beſtow © 
His Future Studies to reform from this | 
What in another might be judg'd amiſs. 
And yet deſpair not, Gentlemen; though he far 
His Strengths to Pleaſe, we bope that you ſhall bear 
Some things ſo writ, as you may truly ſay ß, 
ie hath not quite forgot to make a Play. 
= As "tis with Malice rumour'd *. His Intents 
Are fair; and though be want the Complements . 
Of wide-mouth'd Promiſers, who till engage 

(Before their Works are brought upon the Stage) 
7 heir Paraſites to proclaim em: This laſt Birth 
Deliver'd without Noiſe, may yield ſuch Mirth, 
As balanc'd equally, will cry down the Boaſt 
Of Arrogance, and regain his Credit loſt. 

1 He hath not quite forgot to make CP : 


As "tis with Malice rumour d. 


Maſfinger being eſteemed one of the beſt Poets of che · A 
lived in, and not having publiſhed a Play in the Interyal o 


Years, gave his * Room to raiſe ſuch a Report omg i 


here alluded t to. 


? 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


n King of Naples. 
General of Milain. 
SEVERINoO, a Nobleman baniſhed. 


MonTzcLaro, his Brother-in-Law, diſguiſed. 


Dvrazzo, the Guardian. 


CaLDoro, his. Ward, in Love with CALIST E. 


ApoR1o, beloved by CALISTE. 
CAMILLO, 


LzxnTuLo, þ Neapolitan Gentlemen. 


Dox Aro, 

CAR IO, Servant to ApoR1o. 
CLavpio, Servant to 0 SEVERINO, 
Captains. "LOTS. e | 
Servants: 

- Banditti, 

JoLlAN TRE, Wife to SEVERIN O. 
CALISTE, her Daughter. 

Mig TILLA, CALISTE's Maid. 


Cal so, the Confident of JoranTRE, 


THR 


ACT 1, SCANIA 
15 
Euter Durazzo, Camillo, Lentulo, and Donato 3 
two pſa ; 
Diarttzd.” 12 
77055 L me of his Expences ? Which of you 
8.77 Stands bound for a gazet ! f He ſpends his own; 
And you impertinent F ools or Knaves, make 
LEE: Choice 2 ; 
Of either Title, which your Scigniorſhips pleaſe) 
To meddle in't. 
Cam.Your Age gives Privilege to this harſh Language. 
Dur. My Age! do not uſe N 
That Word again if you do, I ſhall grow young, 
And ſwinge you ſoundly : I would have you know, 
Though I write fifty odd, I do not carry 
An Almanac in my Bones to predeclare 
What Weather we ſhall have; nor do I kneel | 
B 3 In 


37 The Plot of chis Play is 5 from Boccace's Novels, Day 7 
Novel 7th ; to which I refer the curious Reader. , 
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In Adoration at the Spring and Fall 
Before my Doctor, for a Doſe or two 
Of his Reſtoratives, which are Things I ke it 
You are familiar with. 

Cam. This is from the Purpoſe. 

Dur. I cannot cut a Caper, or-groan like you 
When I have done, nor run away 10 nimbly 


Out of the Field. But bring me to a Fence- School, 
And crack a Blade or two for Exerciſe, 


Ride a barb'd Horſe, or take a Leap after me 


Following my Hounds or Hawks, (and by your Leave 


At a gameſome Miſtreſs) and you ſhall confeſs 


J am in the May of my Abilities, 


And you in your December. 
ea We are glad you bear your Years ſo well. 
Dur. My Years! No more of Years; if you do, 
at your Peril, ; 
Cam. We deſire not 
To prove your Valour. | 
Dur. Tis your ſafeſt Courſe, 


Cam. But as Friends to your Fame and „ | 
Come to inſtruct you: Tour too much Indulgence 


To the exorbitant Waſte of young Carporo 

Your Nephew and your Ward, hath rendred you 

But a bad Report among wiſe Men, in Naples. 
Dur. Wiſe Men ! — in your Opinion; but to me 

That underſtand myſelf and them, they are 

Hide-bounded Money-mongers : they would have me 

Train up my Ward a hopeful Youth, to keep 


A Merchant's Book, or at the Plough, and cloath him 


In Canvas or coarſe Cortina : while I fell 


His Woods, grant Leaſes, which he muſt make good 
When he comes to Age, or be compell'd to marry 


With a caſt Whore and three Baſtards : Let him know 
No more than how to cypher well, or do 

His Tricks by the Square Root; grant him no. Pleaſure 

But Coits and Nine-pins ; ſuffer him to converſe 


With none but en and e as the Turk . . 
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Poverty, old Age, and Aches of all Seaſons 


Light on ſuch heatheniſh Guardians. 1 
Don. You do worſe A 

To the Ruin of his State, under your F avcur, 

In feeding his looſe Riots. . 
Dur. Riots What Riots? | | 

He wears rich Cloaths, I do ſo; keeps Horles, bam 3 

and wenches; 
Tis not amiſs, ſo it be done with 8 3 
In an Heir *tis ten Times more excuſable 


Than to beover-thrifry. Is there ought elſe 


That you can charge him with? _ PP 
Cam. With what we grieve for, 7 
And you will not approve. & 4 
Dur. Out with it, Man. 
Cam. His raſh Endeavour, without your Canola, 
To match himſelf into a Family = 
Not gracious with the Times. 
Dur. *Tis ſtill the better; 


By this Means he ſhall ſcape Court- Viſitants, 


And not be eaten out of Houſe and Home 
In a Summer Progreſs. But does he n mean to marry 
Cam. Yes, Sir, to marry. 
Dur. In a beardleſs Chin 
Tis ten Times worſe than e, F ai 1 whole 
Family ? 
Cam. Signior Severino's. 
Dur. How? not he that kill'd 
The Brother of his Wife (as it is rumour'd) 
Then fled upon it; ſince proſerib'd, and choſen 
Captain of the Banditti ; the * s Pardon / 
On no Suit to be granted? 

Lent. The ſame, Sir. | 
Dur. This touches near : How i is his Lover retu 
By the Saint he worſhips? = 
Don. She affects him not, but dotes upon anot 
Dur. Worſe and worſe. 
Cam. Lou know him, young Adorio. = J 
Dur. A brave Gentleman! what proof df chi? ; 
| B 5 | Lent, 


* . 
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Lent. I dogg'd him to the Church; 
Where he, not for Devotion, as I gueſs, 
But to make his Approaches to his Miſtreſs, 


Is often ſeen. 


Cam. And would you ſtand conceal'd 
Among theſe Trees, for he muſt paſs this Green, 
The Mattins ended, as ſhe returns Home, | 
You may obſerve the Paſlages. 
Dur. I thank you 3 this Torrent muſt be "OO 


Enter Adorio, Caliſte, Mirtilla, aud Cakdoro 22 
Don. They come. 
Cam. Stand cloſe. 0 
Caliſt. I know I wrong my Modeſty 
Ador. And wrong me, 
In being ſo importunate for that 
I neither can nor muſt grant. 


Caliſt. A hard Sentence! and to increaſe my Miſery, 


by you 
(Whom fond Affection hath made my e 
Pronounc'd without Compaſſion. Alas, Sir, 
Did I approach you with unchaſte Deſires, 
A ſullied Reputation; were I deform'd, 
As it may be I am, tho* many affirm 
I am- ſomething more than handſome. — 
Dur. I dare ſwear it. 
Caliſt. Or if I were no Gentlewoman, bur bred 
_ coarſely, 
You might with ſome Pretence of Reaſon fight 
What you-ſhould ſue for. | 
Dur. Were he not an Eunuch, 
He would, and ſue-again; I am ure ! ſhould. 
Pray look in my Collar, a Flea troubles me : 
Hey-day! there are a Legion of young C _ 
At — in my Breeches. 
Caliſt. Hear me, Sir; tho' you continue, nay 
increaſe your Scorn, 
Only vouchſafe to let me underſtand | 
What wad Defects are ; of which once convinc'd. 
I will 


_ 
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THE GUARDIAN 9 
Iwill hereafter ſilence my harſh 2 a 
And ſpare your further Trouble. 
Ader. T'll tell you, and bluntly, as my aſual Man- 
ner , 
Though were a Wodun- Baer which I am 1 not, 
But love the Sex, for my Ends ; take me with vou 
If in my Thought I found one Taint or Blemiſh 
In the whole Fabrick of your outward Features, 


I would give myſelf the Lye. Tou are a Virgin 


Poſſeſs'd of all your Mother could wiſh in you's | 
Your Father Severino's dire Diſaſter 


In killing of your Uncle, which I grieve for, 


In no Part taking from yon. TI repeat it; | 

A noble Virgin, for whoſe Grace and Favours 

Th'1tahan Princes might contend as Rivals; _ 

Yet unto me (a Thing far, far beneath you. 

A noted Libertine I profeſs myſelf :) | 

In your Mind there does appear one Fault fo groß, | 

Nay, I might ſay unpardonable at your Years, » 

If juſtly you conſider ir, that J cannot 

As you deſire, affect you. 
Caliſt. Make me know it, I'll ſoon reform it. 
Ador. Would you would keep Foun Word. 
Caliſt. Put me to the Teſt. z 
Ador. I will. You are too honeſt, 

And, like your Mother, too ſtrict and flows, 

And talk too, ſoon of Marriage: I ſhall break, 

If at that Rate I purchaſe you. - Can I part with 

My uncurb'd Liberty, and on my Neck 

Wear ſuch. a heavy Yoke ? Hazard my Fe ortunes, 

With all ttexpected Joys my Life can yield me, 


For one Commodity before I prove it? 
Venus forbid on both Sides; let. crook'd Hams, 


Bald Heads, declining Shoulders, furrow'd Cheeks 
Be aw'd by Ceremonies : If you love me 

I'the Way young People ſhould, PU fly to meet it, 
And we'll meet merrily. _ 


Caliſt. Tis ſtrange ſuch aMan can uſe ſuch Language > 
. 


* 


10 THE GUARDIAN. 
Ador. In my Tongue my Heart 
Speaks freely, 4 0 one l Think upon't, a cloſe Friend 
Or private Miſtreſs, is Court-Rhetorick 5 
A Wife, meer ruſtick Soleciſm. So good Morrow. 
Cam. How like you this? | Adorio offers to go, is 
Dur. Awell-bred Gentleman! Paid by Caldoro.] 
I am now thinking if e'er in the Dark, | 
Or drunk, I met his Mother ? He muſt have 
Some Drops of my Blood in him; for at his Years 
I was much of his Religion. | 
Cam. Out upon you! | © 
Don. The Colt's Tooth till in your Mouth > 
Dur. What means this Whiſpering? 
 Ador. You may perceive I ſeek not to diſplant you, 
Where you deſire to grow : For farther Thanks, | 
Tis needleſs Compliment. _ 1 
Cald. There are ſome Natures 
Which bluſh to owe a Benefit, if not 
Receiv'd in Corners; holding it an impairing 
To their own Worth, ' ſhould they ir: in. 
I am made of other Clay, and therefore muſt 
Tretich fo far on your Leiſure, as to win you 
To lend a patient Ear, while I profeſs 
Before my Glory, though your Scorn, Cali le, 
How much I am your Servant. 
Acdor. My Deſigns _ 
Are not ſo urgent, but they can diſpenſe 
Wich ſo much Time. 
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Cam. Pray you now 8 your Nephew, 4 
Dur. How he looks! like a School, boy that Nd 3 
__  play'd the Truant, 3 
And went to be breech'd. . 
Cald. Madam ! 


Calift. A new Affliction : 
Your Suit offends as much as his Repulſe, 
It being not to be granted. | 
Mirt. Hear him, Madam, 
His Sorrow is not perſonated ; he deſerves 
Your Pity, not Contempt. 
Dur, 


THE GUARD IAN. mt 
Dur. He has made the Maid his: 
And as the Maſter of the Art of Love 
Wiſely affirms, it is a kind of Pailkge 


To the Miſtreſs*'s Favour. 


Cald. I come not to urge 


My Merit to deſerve you, ſince you are, 


Weigh'd truly to your Worth, above all Value: 
Much leſs to argue you'of want of Judgment 
For following one that with wing'd feet flies from you; 


While I, at all Parts (without Boaſt) his equal, 


In vain purſue you; bringing thoſe Flames with me, 
Thoſe lawful Flames, (for Madam know, with other 
I never ſhall approach you) which Adoria 


In ſcorn of Hymen and religious Rites 
With atheiſtical Impudence contemns, 
And in his looſe Attempt to undermine 
The Fortreſs of your Honour, ſeeks to ruin 
All holy Altars by clear Minds erected. 


To Virgin Honour. 
Dar. "My Nephew is an Ass, = 
What a Devil hath he to do with Virgin Honour, 
Altars, or lawful Flames ? when he Should tell her 
They are ſuperſtitious Nothings, and ſpeak to hs 
purpoſe, 


Of the Delight to meet in the old Dance * 


Between a Pair of Sheets ; _ Grandame call'd it 
The peopling of the World. 
Caliſt. How, gentle, Sir? 
To vindicate my Honour, that is needleſs ; 
I dare not fear the worſt Aſperſion Malice 
Can throw upon it. 
Cald. Vour ſweet Patience, Lady, 
And more than Dove- like Innocence renders you 
Inſenſible of an Injury, for which 


I deeply ſuffer. Can you undergo 


The Scorn of being refus'd? I muſt confeſs 
It makes for my Ends ; for had he embrac'd 
Your gracious Offers tender'd him, I had been 


In my own Hopes forſaken ; and * yet „ 
There 


12 THE GUARDIAN. 
There can breathe any Air of Comfort in me, 
To his Contempt I owe it: but his Ill 
No more ſhall make Way for my good Intents, 
Than Virtue, powerful in herſelf, can need 
The Aids of Vice. | 
Aldor. You take that . ts 

Which yet I never granted. 

Cald. Fil force more, 
Nor will I for my own Ends oaks; it, 
(As I will make apparent) but to do 
A Juſtice to your Sex, with mine own wrong 
And irrecoverable Loſs. To thee I turn, 
Thou goatiſh Ribauld, in whom Luft is grown 
Defenſible, the laſt Deſcent to Hell, 
Which gapes wide for thee : Look upon this Lady, 
And on her Fame, (if it were poſſible 
Fairer than ſhe is) and if baſe Deſires 
And beaſtly Appetite will give thee Leave, 
Conſider how ſhe ſought thee, how this Lady _. 
In a noble Way deſir'd thee : Was ſhe faſhion'd 
In an inimitable Mould, (which Nature broke, 
The great Work perfected) to be made a Slave 
To thy libidinous Twines, and when commanded | 
To be us'd as Phyſic after drunken Surfeits ? . + 
Mankind ſhould rife againſt thee : What even now 
I heard with Horror, ſhew'd like pRemys |. 
And as ſuch I will puniſh it. 

[He ftrikes Adorio, the reſt make in, tho all drow, 

Cakft. Murder !  : 

Mir. Help! 

Dur. After a whining Prologue, who would have | 

look'd for ve 

Such a rough Cataſtrophe ? Nay, come on, fear . 
Never till now, my Nephew. And do you hear, Sir, 
(And yet I love thee too) if you take the Wench now 
PI 4. It poſted firſt, then chronicled, 
Thou wert beaten to't. 
 Ager. You think you have "Eu 
A memorable Maſter-piece of Valour 
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| THE GUARDIAN. 13 
la doing this in neg and it may | 
Perhaps deſerve her Shoe-ſtring for a Favour : 

Wear it without my Envy; but expect | 
For this Affront, when Time ſerves, I ſhall call you 
To a ſtrict Accompt. LExeunt. 

Dur. Hook on, follow him, Harpies 
You may feed upon this Buſineſs for a Month, 
If you manage it handſomely: When two Heirs quarrel,. 
The Sword-men of the City ſhortly after 

Appear in Pluſh, for their grave Conſultations 
In taking up the Difference; ſome I know, 
Make a ſet Living on't. Nay, let him go, FF * 

Thou art Maſter of the Field; enjoy thy Fortune 
With Moderation: For a flying Foe, 

Diſcreet and provident Conquerors build wp | 

A Bridge of Gold. To thy Miſtreſs, Boy if I were 

I'thy Shirt, how I could nick it! e, 
Cald. You ſtand; Madam, * 

As you were rooted; and I more than fear 

My Paſſion hath offended : 1 perceive 

The Roſes frighted from yòur Cheeks, and Paleneſs 

Tuſurp their Room; yet you may pleaſe to aſcribe it 

To my Exceſs of Love, and boundleſs Ardor 

To do you right ; for myſelf I have done nothing. 

I will not curſe my Stars, howe'er aſſur d | 

To me you are loſt for ever: For ſuppoſe © 

A⅛abrio ſlain, and by my Hand, my Life | 

I Is forfeited to the Law, which 1 contemn, 

So with a Tear or two you would demember | 

I was your Martyr, and died in your Service. 

Caliſt. Alas, you weep ! and in my juſt Compaſſion 

Of what you ſuffer, I were more than Marble, 

Should I not keep your Company ; You have fought. 

My Favours nobly, and I am juſtly puniſh  $ © 

In Wild Adorio's Contempt and Scorn | 

For my Ingratitude, it 1s no berter, 

4 To your Deſervings: Yet ſuch is my Fate, 

Though I would, I cannot help it. O Caldoro 1 

In our miſ plac'd Affection I prove 
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HE  GVARDIAN: 
Too ſoon, and with dear- bought Experience, Cupid 
Is blind indeed, and hath miſtook his Arrows. 
If it be poſſible, learn to forget: 


And yet that Punifhment is to light; to hate 


A thankleſs Virgin: practiſe it; and may 
Your due Conſideration that I am ſo, 
In Your Imagination diſperſe | 
Loathſome Deformity upon this Face + 
That hath bewitch'd you. More I © 200 ſay, 
But that I truly pity you, and wiſh you 
A better Choice, which in my Prayers (Caldoro) - 
Jever will remember. [ Exeynt Caliſte, Mirtilla, 
Dur. *Tis'a ſweet Rogue: 
Why how now ? thunderſtruck ? 
Cald. 1 am not fo hap 
Oh that I were but Maſter of myſelf, 
You ſoon ſhould ſee me nothing. 
Dar. What would you do ? 
Cald. With one Stab give a fatal Period 
To my Woes and Life together. 
Dur. For a Woman ! 
Better the Kind were loſt, and e 
Maintain'd a new Way. 
Cald. Pray you, Sir, forbear 
This profane Language. 
Dur. Pray you, be you a Man, 
And whumper not like a Girl: All ſhall be well, 
As I live it ſhall ; this is no heftick Fever, 
But a Love- ſick Ague, eaſy to be cur'd, 
And I'll be your Phyſician, ſo you ſubſcribe 
To my Directions. Firſt you muft change 
'This City whoriſh Air, — tis infected, 
And my Potions will not work here, I muſt have you 
To my Country Villa: Riſe before the Sun, 
Then make a Breakfaſt of the Morning-Dew: 
Serv'd up by Nature on ſome graſſy Hill; 
You'll find it Nectar, and far more Cordial 
Than Culliſes, Cock-broth, or your Diſtillations 
Of a hundred Coons a Quart. L 
Call, 
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Cald. You talk of nothing. 

Dur. This ta'en as a Preparative to ftren gthen 
Your . queaſy Stomach, vault into your Saddle; 
With al this Fleſh I can do it without a Stirrup : 
My Hounds uncoupled, and my Huntſmen ready *, 
Ti ſhall hear ſuch Muſic from their tunable Mouths, 
That you will ſay the Viol, Harp, ,Theorbo, 
Ne'er made ſuch raviſhing Harmony, from the Groves 
And neighbouring Woods, with frequent Ite 
os of the Cry, a —— e 
Repeating it. 

Cal What's this to me 2 

AR It ſhall be, 

give thanks for't. In the Aſtros 

— Land 5 Variety of Delights) 
We'll to the Field again, no Game ſhall riſe Ei 
But we'll be ready for't; if a Hare, my Greyhounds 
Shall make a Courſe; for the Pye, or Jay, a Sparhawk 
Flies from the Fiſt ; the Crow ſo near purſu'd, 
Shall be compell'd to ſeek Protection under 
Our Horſes Bellies ; a Hearn put from her Siege, 
And a — ſhot off in her Breech, ſhall mount 
So high, that to your View ſhe'll ſeem to ſoar 
. the Middle Region of the Air. | 
A Caſt of Haggard Falcons, by me man'd, 
Eying the Prey at firſt, appear as if 
They did turn Tail, but with their labouring Wings 
Getting above her, with a Thought their Pinions 
Cleaving the pu rer Element, make in, 


And 


2 "MCG wn ade tis : 
You foal! bear 2 &c. May 


$0 Sgabgſpear in Mid/ummer*s Night's Dream, | 


—— Cry more tunable — 
Mat never Balli d to, nor cheard with Hora, 


And in the Taming of the Shrew, 


Thy Hounds ſhall make the Welkis 3 them, 
Au Fri — the 93 
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6 - THE GUARDIAN. 
And by Turns bind with her ; the Frighted Fowl, 


Lying at her Defence upon her 'Back, 
With her dreadful Beak, a while defers her Death, 
But by Degrees forc'd down, we part the F ray 
And feaſt upon her. 
Cald. This cannot be, I grant, but pretty Paſtime. 
Dur. Pretty Paſtime, Nephew | | 
*Tis royal Sport, then for an Evening Flight, 
A Tiercel gentle, which I call my Maſters, 
As he were ſent a Meſſenger to the Moon, 
In ſuch a Place flies, as he ſeems to ſay, © 
See me, or fee me not: the Partridge ſprung, 
He makes his Stoop; but wanting Breath, is farc'd 


| To cancellier, then with ſuch Speed, as if 


He carried Lightning in bis Wings, he ſtrikes 
The trembling Bird; who even in Peath n 
Proud to be made his Quarry *. 
Cald. Yet all this is nothing to Caliſte. 
Dur. Thou ſhalt find err Caliſtes there, for every 
Night 
A freſh and Juſty one; I'll. oive thee a Ticket, 
In which my Name, Duraxxo's Name ſubſcrib'd, 


My Tenants, Nut-brown Daughters, wholeſome Girls, 
At Midnight ſhall contend to do thee Service. 


I have bred them up to't; ſhould their Fathers murmur, 
Their Leaſes are void; for that is a main Point 


In my Indentures : And when we make our r Progreſs | 


There is no Entertainment perfect, if 

This laſt Diſh be not offer'd, 

Cald. You make me ſmile. 

Dur. I'Il make thee laugh outright— My Horſes, 
Knaves 

"Tis but fix ſhort Hours riding : yet Cer Night 

Thou ſhalt be an alter'd Man. 


Cald. I wiſh I may, Sir. 1 


* 


foregoing Speeches, conſtitute a moſt beautiful Picture of the 


Country, and mult be very pleaſing to every Reader, who is fond | 


of ſeeing N atyre in her original Drets. 


„ 3 SCENE. 


The Aſſemblage of rural Images, contained in this and the 
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ACER omen od ak 


8 Jolante, Caliſte, Calypſo, Mirtilla. 


Jol. I had Spies upon you Minion; the Relation 
Of your Behaviour was at Home before you- 
My Daughter to hold parley, from the Church too, 
With noted Libertines? Her Fame and Favours 
The Quarrel of their Swords ? 
Cali. *Twas not in me to help i it, Madam. 

Jol. No? How have I livdꝰ 8 
My Neighbour knows my Manners * been forks 
That I preſume I may affirm, and boldly, | 
In no particular Action of my Life 


oF 1 can be ain e nel 0 andy 1 
bi Calyp. pon fry Madam? „ 
What Lord or Lady lives worthy to it 91 v0 


A competent Judge on you? 
Cali. Let black Detractioen | 
Will find Faults where they are not 
= Cahp. Her foul Mouth 
Is ſtopp'd, you being the Object: Gio me Le, 
To ſpeak my Thoughts, yet {till under — 97 
And if my young Lady and her Woman hear, 
With Reyerence they may be edifi d. 
Lou are my gracious Patroneſs and Supportreſs, 
And I your poor Obſerver, nay your Creature, 
Fed by your Bounties; and but that I know π— 
Your Honour deteſts Flattery, I might ſay _ 
(And with an Emphaſis) You are the Lady 1 
Admir'd and envied at, far, far above 7 
All Imitation of the beſt of Women 
That are or ever ſhall be. This is Truth: 
I dare not be obſequious; and *twould ill 
Become my Gravity, and Wiſdom glean'd 
From your oraculous Ladyſhip, to a&t 
The Part of a She-Paraſite, . 
Jol. If you do, I never 8 Ul acknowledge you. 
Vor. IV. e 
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Caliſt. Admirable ! This is no F lattery. 

Mirt. Do not interrupt her-: 
Tis ſuch a pleaſing Itch to your Lady-mother, 
That ſhe may peradventure forget us, 
To feed on her own Praiſes. 

Tam not ſo far in Debt to Age, but if a would | 

Liſten to Mens bewitching aq mg x ag 
I could be courted. | Q? 

Calyp. Reſt ſecure: of that 3 S nin 
All the Braveries of the City run mad for you, 

And yet your Virwe's ſuch, not one attempts you. 
Fol. I kee 7 Mankind Servant in my ed 
In fear my C n TEA 1; 

How is that voic'd in Naples? Ane 
Calyp. With loud — gate 

I aſſure your Honour. 2 10 
Jol. It confirms I can command 


111i 


My ſenſual Appetites. 


Calyp. As Vaſſals to your more 
Than maſculine Reaſon that commands em: 
Your Palace ſtil'd a Nunnery of Pureneſs, | 
In which not one laſcivious Thought dares enter, 
Your clear Soul-ſtanding Centinel. 

Mirt. Well faid, echo. 

Jol. Yet I have taſted thoſe Delights which \ Women 
So greedily long for, know their Titilations; 
And when with Danger of his Head thy Father- 
Comes to give Comfort to my widowed Sheets, = 


As ſoon as'his Deſires are ſatisfied, 


I can with Eaſe forget em. 
Calyp. Obſerve that, 


It being indeed remarkable : 1 'Ti is nothing 


For a ſimple Maid that never had her Hand 
In the Honey- pot of Pleaſure, to forbear it; 
But ſuch as have lick'd there, and lick d chere often, 
And felt the Sweetneſs of't. 
Mirt. How her Mouth runs 
Over with rank Imagination! 


Cabp. 
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Calyp. If ſuch can, | vs 


As I urg'd before, the Kickſhaw belin offet⸗d 


Refuſe to take it, like my matchleſs Madam: - 
They may be Sainted, h 
Jol. I'll loſe no more Breath 


In fruitleſs Reprehenſion; look to't, 


I'll have thee wear this Habir of my Mind, 
As of my Body. 

 Calyp. Seek no other Preſident + 4 

In all the. Books of Amadis de Gaul, 


The Palmerins, and that true Spanij Story 


The Mirror of Knightbood, which Tihave read often 
Read feelingly, nay more, 1 as bach in't 


My Lady Ras no Farallel. Nen math 0 | 


Do not provoke me. 1 1 
If from this Minute, thou ere ir 0 


Write Letter, or receive one, or preſume 


To look upon a Man, though from a Window, 
I'll chain thee like a Slave in ſome dark Corner, 
Proſcribe thy daily Labour; which omitted, 
Expect the Uſage of a F ury from me 

Not an indulgent Mother's. Come Cahpſo. 
Calyp. Your Ladyſhip's Injunctions are ſo eaſy, 
That I dare pawn my Credit my young Lady 


And her Woman ſhall obey dem. "[Exeune Fol. Calp. 


Mirtil. You ſhall fry firſt 


For a rotten Piece of dry Touchwood, and give fire 


To the great Fiend's Noſtrils, when he ſmokes Tobacco, 
Note the Injuſtice, Madam; they would have us, 
Being young and hungry, keep a perpetual Lent, * 
And the whole Year to them a Carnival. 


Eaſy Injunctions, with a t, to ou . 


Suffer this, and ſuffer all. 

Caliſt. Not ſtir abroad! 
The Uſe and Pleaſure of our Eyes deny'd "I 

 Mirt. Inſufferable. | 

Caliſt. Nor write, nor yet receive an amorous Letter ! 
 Mirt. Not to be endured. © 


— Nor look upon a Man out of a Window 
| C 2 LS Mort. 


4 
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 Mirt. Flat Tyranny, inſuppotiable Tyranny 


To a Lady of your Blood. 
Caliſt. She is my Mother, and how ſhould I decline it ? | 


Mirt. Run away from't, take any Courſe. 
Caliſt. But without Means, Mirtilla, how ſhall we live: ? 
' Miri. What a Queſtion's that! as if 
A buckſome Lady could want Maintenance | 
In any Place in the World, where there are Men, | 


Wine, Meat, or Money ſtirring. 


Caliſt. Be you more modeſt, 


Or ſeek ſome. other Miſtreſs : Rather - 60g Ps 
In a Thought or Dream, I will conſent to ought 


That may take from my Honour, I'll endure 
More than my Mother can impoſe upon m. 
Mirt. I grant your Honour is a ſpecious Dreſſing, 

But without Converſation of Men, | T1 
A kind of nothing, I will not perſuade you 

To Diſobedience: Yer my Confeſſor told mee 
(And he you know is held a learned Clerk! '. 
When Parents do enjoin unnatural, Things 
Wiſe Children may evade em. She may as well 
Command when you are hungry, not to eat, 


Or drink, or ſleep; and yet all theſe are eaſy, 7 


"a. | * 
4 4 2 


Compar'd with the not ſeeing. of a Man. b e 


As I perſuade no farther, but to you. 4 
There is no ſuch Neceſſity; you have Means 
To ſhun, your Mother's Rigour. 
_ Calif, Lawful Means? 
Mirt. Lawful, and pleaſing too, I mill not r unge 
Caldero's loyal Love, you being averſe to't, 
Make Trial of Adorio. 
Caliſt. And give up my Honour to his Luſt. 
Mirt. There's no ſuch Thing 
Intended, Madam ; in few Words write to * ö 
What ſlaviſh Hours you ſpend under your Mother; 1 
That you deſire not preſent Marriage from him, 
But as a noble Gentleman to redeem you 
From the Tyranny you ſuffer. With your Letter 
Fefe Em Ba rich el: I have one, 


- | | In 


, 4 4A bad bad 
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In which the Rape of Proſerpine, in little 
Is to the Life expreſs'd. I'll be the Meſſenger 
With any Hazard, and at my Return, 
Yield you a good Account of't. 
.Calift. 'Tis a Buſineſs to be conſider'd of; 
Mirt. Confideration, 'k 
When the Converſe of your Lover is in 1 Queſtion, 
Is of no Moment: If ſhe would allow you [ 
A Dancer in the Morning to well breathe you, T3. 
A Songſter in the e a Servant LI 
To air you in the Evening; give you Leave | 
To-ſee the Theatre twice a 4 Week, to mark 
How the old Actors decay, the young ſprout up, 
A fitting Obſervation, you might bear it ; 
But not to ſee, or talk, or touch a Man, 1 
Abominable! | 5. 
Caliſt. Do not my Bluſhes peak 
How willingly I would affent : 
Mirt. Sweet Lady, 5 
Do ſumerhing to deſerve em, and 505 . 
4 | [ Exeun. 


— 


0 


GG 


Ass 
ACT II. SCENE A * 


Euer Jolante, £7 alypſo. 


05505 


Jo ol. ND are theſe Frenchmen, as you, toy, uch 
W Gallants? | 

Calyp. Gallant and active; their free Breeding 
| knows not ' | hk 
XZ The Sparih and Italian Preciſeneſs - 5 
Practis'd among us. What we call immodeſt. 2 
With them is ſtil'd bold Courtſhip: Aue dare rar 00 
Under a Velvet Enſign at fourteen, | ; 

ar A Petticoat you mean. . | 


CT 3 * 


23 THE GUARDIAN. 
Calyp. You are i'the right; þ 
Let a Miſtreſs wear it under an Armour of Proof, W | 
They are not to be beaten of 4 
Fol. You are a merry Neighbour. _ 
Calyp. I fool to make you ſo; pray you obſerve ai, 1 
They are the forwardeſt Monſieurs; born Phyſicians | 
For the Malady of young Wenches, and ne'er mils ; 
I owe my Life to one of em, when I was | 
A raw young Thing, not worth the Ground I trod on; 
And long'd to dip my Bread in Tar, my Lips 
As blue as Salt-Water, he came up roundly to me, 
And cur'd me in an Inſtant; Venus be prais'd for't. 


© 5 Sd 
45.98 
= 


; Enter Alphonſo, General M onteclaro, Attendants 
1 es and Captain. 

18 Fol. They come, leave prating. 

Jl Calyp. T am dumb, an't like your Honour: 


Alph. We will not break the League confirm'd be- 


' tween us, 
4 And your great Maſter: The Paſſage of his Army 
1 Through all our Territories, lies open to him; 
5 il | Only we grieve that your Deſign fo or Rome 
44 Commands ſuch Haſte, as it denies us Means 


To entertain you, as your Worth deſerves, 
And we would gladly tender. 
Gen. Royal Alphonſo, 


p r wo "I. 
R Ae CORE VR NE Os 
— — — rr — * 
"oy —— 
— — — 
4 


14 The King my Maſter, your Confederate, 
1 Will pay the Debt he owes, in Fact, which I 
TH Want Words Yexpreſs. I muſt remove to Night, 
"Wi And yet, that your intended Favours may not 
5 ö he loft, T leave this Gentleman behind me, 
11 Lo whom you may vouchſafe em, I dary ſay 
11 Without Repentance. I forbear to give 
j | Tour Majeſty his Character; in France 
"Wi He was a Preſident for Arts and Arms 
179 Without a Rival, and may prove in Naples 
101 Worthy the Imitation. {Alphonſo receives Notwrolrg: ; 
Will Cob. Is he not, Magon 
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| THE GUARDIAN. 23 
A Monſieur in print? What a Garb was there? O 


r 
Then, how he wears his Cloaths, and the Faſhien of 


*em | 


A main Aſſurance that he is within 


All excellent: By this, wiſe Ladies ever 
Make their Conjectures. 
Fol. Peace, I have obſerv'd him 
From Head to Foot. ; 
Calyp. Eye him again, all over. = 
Monte. It cannot, Royal Sir, but argue me 
Of much Preſumption, if not Impudence, | 
To be a Suitor to your Majeſty, "a 
Before I have deſerv'd a gracious Grant, | 
By ſome Employment proſperouſly atchiev d. 
But Pardon, gracious Sir: When I left France 
I made a Vow to a Boſom Friend of mine 
(Which my Lord General, if he pleaſe, can Witneſs) 
With ſuch Humility, as well becomes | 
A poor Petitioner, to deſire a Boon 
From your Magnificence. [He delivers a Petition. 
Calyp. With what punctual Form 
He does deliver it. 
Jol. J have Eyes; no more. 
Alph. For Severino's Pardon ?—You muſt excuſe me, 
I dare not pardon Murther. 
| Monte. is Fact, Sir, 


Ever ſubmitting to your abler Judgment, 


Merits a fairer Name: He was proyok'd, 
As by unanſwerable Proofs it is confirm'd, 
By Monteclars's Raſhneſs; who repining 


That Severino, without his Conſent, 


Had married Jolante his ſole Siſter 

(It being conceal'd almoſt for thirteen Years) 

Tho” the Gentleman, at all Parts, was his equal, 

Firſt challeng'd him, and that declin , he 2 him 


A Blow in public. 


Cen. Not to be ders, he by a 105 
C 4 Monte. 
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24 THE GUARDIAN. 
Monte. This, great Sir, juſtly weigh'd, 
You may a little, if you pleaſe, take from 
The Rigour of your Juſtice, and expreſs . 
An Act of Mercy. 
Fol. I can hear no more, 
This opens an old Wound, and makes a new one. 
Would it were cicatriz'd, wait me. 
Calyp. As your Shadow. I Exeunt Jol. Calyp. 
Alph. We grant you theſe are glorious Pretences, 
Revenge appearing in the Shape of Valour, 
Which wiſe Kings muſt diſtinguiſh. The Defence 
Of Reputation, now made a Bawd 
To murther; every Trifle falſly ſtil'd 
An Injury, and not to be determin'd 
But by a bloody Duel ; though this vice 
_ Hath taken Root and Growth beyond the Mountains 
(As France, and in ſtrange Faſhions her Ape | 
England can dearly witneſs, with the Loſs 
Of more brave Spirits, than would have ſtood the Shock 
Of the Turk's Army) while Alphonſo lives 
It ſhall not here be planted : Move me no further 
In this. In what elſe ſuiting you to aſk, 
And me to give, expect a gracious Anſwer: 
However, welcome to our Court, Lord General, 
I'll bring you out of the Ports, and then betake you 
To your good Fortune. 
Gen. Your Grace overwhelane "0 [Excunr. 


SCENE n. 


Enter Calypſo ans Jolante ( with a Purſe and a Jewel ) 


Calyp. You are bound to favour him : Mark you 
how he pleaded 
For my Lord's Pardon. 
Jol. That's indeed a Tye; 
But I have a ſtronger on me. 
Calyp. Say you love 
His Perſon ; be not aſham'd oft, he's a Man; 
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For whoſe Embraces though Endymion 


Lay ſleeping by, Cynthia would leave 18 Orb, 


And exchange Kiſſes with him. 


Jol. Do not fan 


A Fire that burns already too hot in me; 
I am in my Honour ſick, ſick to the Death, 


Never to be recovered. 


Calyp. What a Coil's here \ 


For loving a Man? It is no Africk Wonder. 
If like Paſt, 7phae you doated on a Bull, 


Indeed *twere monſtrous ; but in this you have 
A thouſand thouſand Precedents to excuſe you. 
A Seaman's Wife may aſk Relief of her Neighbour 
When her Huſband's bound to the Indies, and not 
blam'd fort; 

And many more beſides of higher Calling, 
Though I forbear to name *em. You have a Huſband, 
But as the Caſe ſtands with my Lord, he is 
A kind of no Huſband ; and your Ladyſhip 
As free as a Widow can be. I confeſs 
If Ladies ſhould ſeek Change, that have their Huſbands | 
At Board and Bed, to pay their Marriage Duties, 
The ſureſt Bond of Concord, *twere a Fault, 
Indeed it were: But for your Honour that 
Do lie alone ſo often, Body of me, 
1 am zealous in your Cauſe—let me take Breath. 

Fol. I apprehend what thou wouldſt ſay, I want all 


As Means to quench the ſpurious Fire that burns here. 


Calyp. Want Means, while I, your Creature live ? 
I dare not 
Be ſo unthankful. 
Jol. Wilt thou undertake it, 
And, as an Earneſt of much more to come, 
Receive this Jewel, and Purſe cram'd full of Crowns. 
How dearly I am forc'd to buy Diſhonour. 1 
Calyp. I would do it gratis, but *rwould ill become 
My Breeding to refuſe your Honour's Bounty ;* 
Nay, ſay no more, all Rhetoric in this 
Is comprehended ; let me alone to work him, 1 
e 


* 
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He ſhall be yours; that's poor, he is already 

At your Devotion. I will not boaſt 

My Faculties this Way, but ſuppoſe he were | 

Coy as Adonis, or Hippolitus, I 

And your Deſires more hot than Chaberoa's, ” 

Or wanton Phædra's, I will bring him chain'd 

To your Embraces, glorying in his Fetters. 

J have ſaid it. LPS T ] 
Fol. Go and proſper, 

And imagine a Salary beyond thy Hopes. | 
Calyp. Sleep you p | 

Secure on either Ear, the Burthen's yours 

To — him, mine to bring him hither. [Exeunt. | 


SCENE, III. 


Enter als Camillo, Lentulo and Donato. 


Don. Your Wrang's beyond a Challenge, and you 
00: 
Too fairly with him, if you take that wing 
To right yourſelf. 

Lent, Lhe leaſt that you can do 
Pth' Terms of Honour is, when next you meet him 
To give him the Baſtinado. 

Cam. And that done, | 
Draw out his Sword to cut your own Throat. No, 
Be ruPd by me, ſhew yourlelf an Italian, 

And having received one Injury, do not put off 
Your Hat for a ſecond; there are Fellows that 
For a few Crowns will make him ſure, and ſo 


With your Revenge, you prevent future Miſchief, + 


Ador. I thank you, Gentlemen, for your ſtudied Care 
In what coneerns my Honour; but in that a 
I'll ſteer my own Courſe. Yet that you may know 
Jou are ſtill my Cabinet Counſellors, my Boſomw! 

Lies open to you. I begin to feel 

A Wearineſs, nay, Satiety of Looſeneſs, 
And ſomething tells me here, I ſhould repent 
as Harſhneſs to Caliſte. 


THE GUARDIAN. —— 


Enter Cario i in Bet. 
cam. When you pleaſe, 
You may remove that Scruple. 
Aldor. I ſhall think on't. 
Car. Sir, Sir, are you ready? 
Ador. To do what? | 
I am ſure *tis not yet Dinner-time, 
Car. True; but I uſher 
Such an unexpected dainty Bit for Breakfaſt, 
As yet I never cook*d : *Tis not Potargo , 
Fry'd Fogs, Potatoes Marrow'd, Cavear, 
Carps Tongues, the Pith of an Engliſh Chine of Beef, 
Nor our Italian delicate, od Muſhrooms, 
And yet a Drawer on too; and if you thew not 
An Appetite, and a ſtrong one; Pl} not fay 
To eatit, but devour it, without Grace too, 
(For it will not ſtay a Preface.) I am ſham'd, 
And all my paſt Provocatives will be jeer'd at. 
Aaor. Art thou in thy Wits? What new found Rarity 
Haſt thou diſcover d? 
Car. No ſuch Matter, Sir; 
It grows in our own Country. 
Don. Serve it up, 
I feel a kind of Stomach. 
Cam. I could feed too. 
Car. Not a Bit upon a Mareh; there's other Lettics 
For your coarſe Lips; this is peculiar only 
For my Maſter's Palate, I weed give my whole Year 8s 
W 
With all my Phils, and Fees due to the Kitchen, 
But to be his Carver, 
Ador. Leave your fooling, Sirrah, 
And N in your Dainty. 


2 * not Potar ge. 


Mr. Dod reads, 
'Tis not Botarge, | 
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Car. *Twill bring in itſelf, 

It has Life and Spirit in it, and for Proof, 

Behold : Now fall too boldly, my Life on't 

It comes to be taſted. 


Enter Mirtilla with Letter and Jewel 


Cam. Ha! Caliſte's Woman. 
Lent. A handſome one, by Venus. 
Ador. Pray you forbear, 

Tu are welcome, fair one. 
Don. How that Bluſh becomes her, 
Ador. Aim your Deſigns at me? 
Miri. I'm truſted, Sir. 


With a Buſineſs of near Conſequence, wine I would 


To your private Ear deliver, 
Car. I told you ſo, 8 
Give her Audience on your Gourh, it is fit state 
To a ſhe Ambaſſador. 
Aor. Pray you, Gentlemen, : 
For a while diſpoſe of yourſelves, I'll ſtrait attend 
YOU.  [Exeunt the Gent. 


Car. Diſpatch her firſt for your Kaan the * 


ly doing, | 
You know what follows. 


Ador. Will you pleaſe to 8 [Exit Cario. 


Now, pretty one, your Pleaſure ; you ſhall find me 
Ready to ſerve you, if you'll put me to 
My Oath, I'Il take it on this Book. 

Mirt. O Sir, the Favour is too great, and far above 
My poor Ambition; I muſt kiſs your . | 
In Sign of humble Thankfulneſs. 

Ador. So modeſt. 


Mirt. It well becomes a Maid, Sir — Spare thoſe 


Bleſſings 
For my noble Miſtreſs, upon — with Juſtice, 
And with your good Allowance, I might add 
With a due Gratitude, you may confer 'em; 
But this will better ſpeak her chaſte Deſires, 
1 vers the Letter. 
Than, 
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Than I can fancy what they are, much leſs / 
With moving Language to their fair Deſerts 
Aptly expreſs em. Pray you read, but with 
Compaſſion, I beſeech you: If you find 
The Paper blur'd with Tears fal'n from her oy 
While ſhe endeavour'd to ſet down that Truth + 
Her Soul did dictate to her, it muſt nn, | 
A gracious Anſwer. ” | | 
Ador. O the powerful Charms! 2728 089 
By that fair Hand writ down here; not like thoſe 
Which dreadfully pronounc'd by Circe, OE. 
Ulyſſes Followers into Beaſts ; theſe UA” 
An oppolite Working, I already feel 
But reading em, their ſaving — 4 
And all thoſe ſenſual, looſe, and baſe Deſires, 
Which have too long uſurp'd, and aye? oy 
Over my Reaſon, of themſelves fall off. 
Moſt happy Metamorphoſis! in which 
The Film of Error that did blind my Judgment 
And ſeduc'd Underſtanding, 'is'remov'd. 
What Sacrifice of Thanks can I return A 
Her pious Charity, that not-alone 
| Redeems me from the worſt of Slavery, 
The Tyranny of beaſtly Appetites, 
To which I long obſequiouſly have bow'd; 
But adds a matchleſs * need to receive 
A Benefit from me, nay, pots her Goodnels 1 
In my protection. i 
Mirt. Transform'd ? It is | [ A/rae . 
A bleſſed Metamorphoſis, and works * 
I know not how on me. 
Ador. My Joys are boundleſs, | 
Curb'd with no Limits; for her Sake, Mirtilla, 
Inſtruct me how I preſently may ſeal 
To thoſe ſtrong Bonds of loyal Love, and Service 
Which never ſhall be cancell'd. 
Mirt. She'll become 
Your Debtor, Sir, if you vouchſafe to anſwer 
Her pure Affection. 8 | 


1 
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Acdor. Anſwer it, Mirtitla £ 
With more than Adoration J kneel to it. 
Tell her, I'Il rather die a thoufand Deaths 
Than fail with Punctuality to perform 
All her Commands. OF 
Mirt. I are loſt onthis Aſſurance, Wo [Alde. 
(Which if ' twere made to me, I ſhould have Faith in't, 
As in an Oracle. Ah me!) She preſents you 
This Jewel, her dead Granifire's Gift, in which 
As by a true Egyptian Hieroglyphick; | 
(For ſo I think ſhe calld it). you may be 
Inſtructed what her Suit js; you ſhould dog 
And ſhe with Joy will ſuffer. | 
Ador. Heaven be pleas d 
To qualify this Exceſs of Happineſs 
With ſome Diſaſter, or I ſhall expire T7 
With a Surfeit of Felicity. With what Art 
The cunning Lapidary hath here expreſs d 
The Rape of Preſerpine; I apprehened 
Her — and obey it; yet not as 
A helping Friend, but a Huſband, I will meet 
Her chaſt Deſires with lawful Heat, and warm 
Our Hymeneal Sheets with ſuch Delights 
As leave no Sting behind em. 


Mirt. 1 defpair then. J GL 
Ader. At the Time appointed, fay Wench, TI. at- 
ns tend her, | 


And guard her from the Fi ury of her Mother, 
And all that dare diſturb her. \ 
Mirt. You ſpeak well. 
And I believe you. 
Ador. Would you aught elſe. 
Mir. I would carry _ 
Some Love, Sign to her; and now I think on't, 
The kind Salute you offer'd at my Entrance; 
Hold it not Impudence that I deſire it, 
Pl] faithfully deliver it. 


Lou muſt excuſe me, I was then mine own, 


Now 
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Now wholly hers: The touch of other Lips 

[ do abjure for ever; but there's Gold 

To bind thee ſtill my Advocate. 18 [Exit 
Mirt. Nat a Kiſs? 

J was coy when it was offer'd, and nol Iuldih o 
When I beg one am deny'd. What ſcorching Fi ires 
My looſe Hopes kindle in me? Shall I be 
Falſe to my Lady's Truſt, and from a Servant 
Riſe up her Rival? His Words have bewitch'd me, 7 
And Something I muſt do, but what? Tis you 59-0 
An Embrion, and how to give it Form, | 
Alas, I know not. Pardon me, Califte, 

I am neareſt to myſelf, and Time will teach me 

To perfect that which yet Ig undetermined. | 


SCENE. Iv. The Woods. 


Enter Claudio and Severino. | 


Claud. You are Maſter of yourſelf ; yet if 1 may, 
As a try'd Friend in my Love and Affection, 
And a Servant in my Duty, ſpeak my Thoughts 
Without Offence, 1'th' Way of Counſel to you; 

I could alledge, and truly, that your Purpoſe 

For Naples, cover'd with a thin en | 

Is full of Danger. 8 | 

Sever. Danger, Claudio? 
'Tis here, and every where our forc'd, Compagion 3 
The riſing and the ſetting Sun beholds us | 
Inviron'd with it 3 our whole Life a > Journey 
Ending in certain Ruin. 5 

Claud. Vet we ſhould not, 5 
Howe'er beſieg d, deliver up our Fort 
Of Life, till it be forc'd, 

Fever. Tis ſo indeed 

By wiſeſt Men concluded, which we ſhould 
Obey as Chriſtians; but when I conſider 
How different the Progreſs of our Actions 
N Art trom Religion, nays Morality, 
I cannot 
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I cannot find in Reaſon, why we ſhould 
Be ſcrupulous that Way only, or like Meteors 
Blaze forth prodigious Terrors, til} our Stuff 
Be utterly conſum'd, which once put out, 
Would bring Security unto ourſelves, 
And Safety unto thoſe we prey upon. 
O Claudio] ſince by this fatal Hand 1 
The Brother of my Wife, bold Monteclaro, | 
Was left dead in the Field, and J profcrib'd _ 
After my Flight, by the Juſtice of. the king. 
My Being hath been but a living Death, | 
With a continued Torture. 

Claud. Yet in that | 
You do delude their bloody Violenbe 
That do purſue your Life. | 

Sever. While I by rapines 
Live terrible to — as myſelf, 
What one Hour can we challenge as our o. 
(Unhappy as we are) yielding a Beam 
Of Comfort to us? Quiet Night that brings 
Reſt to the Labourer, is the Outlaw's Day, 
In which he riſes early to do Wrong, 
And when his Work is ended, dares not ſleep: 
Our Time is ſpent in Watches to intrap 
Such as would ſhun us, and to hide ourſelves 
From the Miniſters of Juſtice, that would bring us 
To the Correction of the Law. O Claudio! 
Is this a Life to be preſerv'd, and at : 
So dear a Rate? But why hold I Diſcourſe 

On this ſad Subject, ſince it is a+ Burthen 
We are mark'd to bear, and not to be ſhook off 
But with our human Frailty ? In the Change 
Of Dangers there's ſome Delight, and therefore 
I am reſoly'd for Naples. 


Claud. May you meet there 
All Comforts that ſo fair and chaſte a Wile 


(As Fame proclaims her without Parallel) 
Can yield ro eaſe your Sorrows. 
Sever. I much thank you; 


Tet 
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| Yet you may ſpare thoſe Wiſhes, which with Joy 
I have prov'd Certainties, and from their Want 
Her Excellencies take Luſtre. 

Claud. Etre you go yet, 
Some Charge unto your Squires not to fly out 
Beyond their Bounds, were not impertinent: 
For though that with a Look you can command em, 
In your Abſence they'll be headſtrong. 
Sever, Tis well thought on, 
PII touch my Horn, they know my Call, [Blows bis 
Claud. And will, as ſoon as heard, Hern. 
Make in to't from all Quarters, 
As the F lock to the Shepherd's Whiſtle. 


Enter Six Banditti. 


1 Bandit. What's your Will? 
2 Bandit. Hail Sovereign of theſe Woods, 
3 Bandit. We lay our Lives at your Highneſs Feet. 
< Fo And will confeſs no King, 
_ Laws, but what come from your Mouth ; and 
thoſe | 

We gladly will ſubſcribe to. 
 SGSever. Make this good 
In my Abſence to my Subſtitute, to whom 
Pay all Obedience as to myſelf: 
The Breach of this in one Particular 
I will ſeverely puniſh ; on your Lives 
Remember upon whom with our Allowance 
You may ſecurely prey, with ſuch as are 
Exerppted from your Fury. 

Claud. *T were not amiſs, 
If you pleaſe, to help their Memory ; beſides, 
Here are ſome newly initiated. 
Sever. To theſe 
Read you the Articles : I muſt be gone. 
Claudio, farewel. . [Exit Severino. 

Claud. May your Return be ſpeedy. BY 
1 Bandit. Silence; out with your Table-Books. 
2 Bandit. And obſerve. | 
Won. . 2 Claud. 
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Claud. The Cormorant that lives in Expectation 
Of a long wiſh'd-for Dearth, and ſmiling grinds 
The Faces of the Poor, you may make 0 of; 
Ev'n Theft to ſuch is. Juſtice. 
3 Bandit. He's in my Tables. 
Claud. The grand Incloſer of the Commons, for 
His private Profit or Delight, with; all 
His Herds that graze upon't are lawful Prize. 
414 Bandit, And we will bring em in, altho* the Devil 
\ Stood roaring by, to guard *em. 
Claud. If a Uſurer, 
, Greedy at his own Price, to make a Purchaſe, 
Taking Advantage upon Bond, or Mortgage, 
From a Prodigal, paſs through our Territories, 
I'the Way of Oultork or aſt Tribute to us, 
You may eaſe him of his Burthen. 
2 Bandit. Wholſome Doctrine. 
Claud. Builders of Iron Mills that grub up Foreſts, 
With Timber Trees for Shipping. 
1 Nindit. May we not have a Touch at Lawyers! 5 
Cloud. By no Means; they may 
Too ſoon have a Gripe a at us ; * are angry Hornets, 
Not to be jeſted with. | 
3 Bandit. This is not ſo well. | 
Claud. The Owners of dark As that vent their 
Wares . 
With Perjuries ; z cheating Vintners not Sd: 
With halt in half in their. Reckonings, yet cry out 
When they find their Gueſts want Coin, *tis late and 


- Bed-Time; . . 
Theſe ranſack at your Pleaſures. | | 
3 Bandit. How ſhall we know em? — 
Claud. If they walk on F ot, by their Rat- colour'd 
Stockings. 


And ſhining Shoes. If Horſemen by ſhort Boots, 
And "Eg Furniture of ſeveral Counties. | 
2 Bandit. -Not one of the Liſt eſcapes us. 
Claud. But for Scholars, 
Whoſe Wealth lies in their Heads, and not their Pockets, \ 
Soldiers 
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Soldiers that have bled in their Country's Service; 
The Rent rack d Farmer, needy Market Folks; 
The ſweaty Labourer, Carriers that tranſport 
The Goods of other Men, are privileg'd: 
But above all, let none preſume to offer 
Violence to Women; for our King hath ſworn, 
Who that Way's a Delinquent, without Mercy, 
Hangs for't by martial Law. | 

Omnes. Long live Severino, 8 
And periſh all ſuch Cullions as e 
At his new Monarchy. 

Claud. About your Buſineſs, 
That he may find at his Return good Cauſe 
To praiſe your Care and Diſcipline. 

Omnes. We'll not fail, Sir, 5 [Exeunt. 


SCENE... 
Enter Monteclaro and Calypſo. 


Mont. Thou art ſure miſtaken ; *tis not poſſible 
That I can be the Man thou art employ'd to. 
Calyp. Not you the Man? You are the Man of Mien, 
And ſuch another, in my Lady's Eye, 
Never to be diſcover'd. 
Mont. A meer Stranger newly arriv' d.? 
Calyp. Still the more probable. 
Since Ladies, as you know, affect ſtrange Dainties, 
And brought far to em. This is not an Age 
In which Saints live, - but Women, knowing Women, 
That underſtand their ſummum bonum is 
Variety of Pleaſures in the Touch, 
Deriv'd from ſeveral Nations; * if Men 
Would be wiſe by their Example. 
Mont. As moſt are. *Tis a coupling Age! 
Calyp. Why, Sir, do Gallants travel? 
Anſwer that Queſtion, but at their Return 
With Wonder to the Hearers, to diſcourſe of 
The Garb and Difference in foreign Females, 
As the luſty Girl of France, the ſober German, 
The plump Dutch Fro, che ſtately Dame of Spaix, 


_ *The Roman Libertine, and ſpriteful T/can, 
3 The 
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The merry Greek, Venetian Courteſan, 
The Engliſh fair Companion, that learns ſomething | 
From every Nation, and will fly at all. 
I fay again, the Difference betwixt theſe 
And their own Country Gameſters. 
Mont. Aptly urg'd. 
Some make that their main End; but may I aſk 
Without Offence to your Gravity, by what Title 
Your Lady that invites me to her Favours, | 
Is known in the City. 
Calyp. If you were a true-born Monſieur, 
You would do the Buſineſs firſt, and aſk that after. 
If you only truck with her Title, I ſhall hardly 
Deterve Thanks for my Travel; ſhe is, Sir, 
No ſingle Ducat Trader, nor a Beldam 
So frozen up, that a Fever cannot thaw her; 
No Lioneſs by her Breath. 
Ment. Leave theſe Impertinencies, 
And come to the Matter. 
Calyp. Would you be wou'd as forward 
When you draw for the Upſhot ? She is, Sir, a Lady, 
A rich, fair, well-complexion'd, and what is 
Not frequent among Venus Votaries, 
Upon my Credit, which good Men have truſted ; 
A found and wholſome Lady, and her Name is 
Madona Folante. | 
Mcnt. FJolante. 
T have heard of her; for Chaſtity, and Beauty, 
The Wonder of the Age. 
Calyp. Pray you, not too much 
Of Chaſtity ; Fair and free I do ſubſcribe to, 
And ſo you'll find her. | | 
Mont. Come, y'are a baſe Creature, 
And covering your foul Ends with her fair Name, 
Give me juſt Reaſon to ſuſpect you have 
A Plot upon my Life. 
Caiyp. A Plot! Very fine! 
Nay, tis a dangerous one; pray you beware of * t. 
'Tis cunningly contriv'd, I plot to bring you | 
A Foot 


THE GUARDIAN. 37 


A Foot, with the Travel of ſome forty Paces, 
To thoſe Delights, which a Man not made of Snow, 
Would ride a "thouſand Miles for. You ſhall be 
Receiv'd at a Poſtern Door, if you be not cautious, 
By one whoſe Touch would make old Neſtor young, 
And cure his Hernia. A terrible Plot ! 
A Kiſs then raviſh'd from you by ſuch Lips 
As flow with Nectar, a juicy Palm more precious 
Than the fam'd Sybilla's Bough, to guide you ſafe 
Through Miſts of Perfumes to a glorious Room, 
Where Jove might feaſt his Juno; a dire Plot. 
A Banquet Ill not mention, that is common: 
But I muſt not forget to make the Plot 
More horrid to you. The retiring Bower, 
So furniſh'd as might force the Perſians Envy, 
The Silver bathing Tub, the Cambrick Rubbers, 
Th'embroiderꝰ'd Quilt, a Bed of Goſſamire, 
And Damaſk Roſes; a meer Powder Plot 
To blow you up; and laſt, a Bed- fellow, 
To whoſe rare Entertainmeat all theſe are 
But Foils and Settings off. 
Mont. No more, her Breath 
Would warm an Eunuch. 

Calyp. I knew I ſhould heat you, 
Now he begins to glow. 

Mont. I am Fleſh and Blood, 
And IT were not Man, if 1 ſhould not run the Hazard, 
Had I no other Ends in't. I have conſider'd 
Your Nee Matron. - 

Calyp. My Plot, Sir, on your Life, 
For which I am deſervedly ſuſpected 
For a baſe and dangerous Woman. Fare you welt, Sir, 
I'll be bold to take my Leave. 

Mont. 1 will along too 
Come, pardon my Suſpicion, I confeſs 
My Error ; and eying you better, 1 perceive 
There's Nothing that is ill that can flow from you, 
I am ſerious, and for Proof of it III ROT ef 24 
Four good Opinion. 


3 | _ Calypz 
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Calyp. I am gentle natur'd, 
And can forget a greater Wisag upon 
Such Terms of Satisfaction. 
Mont. What's the Hour? 
Calyp. Twelve. 
Mont. I'll not miſs a Minute. 
Calyp, I ſhall find you at your Lodging? 
Mont. Certainly ; return my Service, 
And for me kiſs your Lady's Hands. 
Calyp, At Twelve PI be your _— | 
Mont. 1 deſire 1 no better. [ Exeunte 


ACT WI. SCENE I. 


Enter Durazzo, Caldoro, Servant. 


Dur. A K the Horſes down the Hill; I have 
| n ere. | 
To ſpeak in private. 
Cald. Good Sir, no more Anger. 
Duraz. + do you call it ? Madneſs, wilful Mad- 
neſs; 

And ſince I cannot cure it, I would have you 
Exactly mad. You are a Lover already, 
Be a Drunkard too, and after turn ſmall Poet, 
And then you are mad Katexikene, the Madman. 

Cald. Such as are ſafe on Shore may ſmile at Tem- 

_ 

But I da embark'd, and every Minute 
Expect a Shipwreck, reliſh not your Mirth ; 
To me it is unſeaſonable. 

Durax. Pleaſing Viands 
Are made ſharp by ſick Palates. I affect 
A handſome Miſtreſs in my grey Beard, as well 
As any Boy of you all; and on good Terms 


* 


Will 
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Will venture as far i*th* Fire, ſo ſhe be willing 
To entertain me; but e'er I would doat, 
As you do, where there is no flattering Hope 
Ever t'enjoy her, I would forſwear Wine, 
And kill this letcherous Itch with drinking Water, 
Or live like a Carthuſian on Poor-John, | 
Then bathe myſelf, Night by Night, in Marble 858 
And uſe no Soap but Camphire-Balls. 

Cald. You may; 
(And I muſt ſuffer it) like a rough Sur con, 
Apply theſe burning Cauſticks to my Wounds, _- 
Already gangreen'd, when ſoft Unguents would 
Better expreſs an Uncle, with ſome FRN 7:1: x 
Of his Nephew's Torments. | | 

Duraz. I ſhall melt, and cannot BE 
Hold out if he whimper. O that this young Fellow, 
Who on my Knowledge is able to beat. a Man, 
Should be baffled by this blind e 9075 
Or fear his Bird-Bolts. 
Cald. Vave put yourſelf already 

To too much Trouble in bringing me thus far: 

Now, if you pleaſe, with youp good Wilkes... leave me 
To my hard Fortunes. 

Duraz. I'll forſake myſelf firſt.. 
Leave thee ?. I cannot, will not; thou ſhalt have 
No Cauſe to be weary of my Company, £ 
For I'll be uſeful, and e'er I ſee thee Fri 
Diſpenſing with my Dignity and Candour, 
I will do Something for thee, though it ſavour 
Of the old Squire of 7 roy. As we ride, we will 
Confult of the Means : Bear up. | 7 

Cal. I cannot fink, IPD 
Having your noble Aids to buoy me up: , 
There was never ſuch a Guardian. 

Dur. How's this ? | 
Stale Compliments to me? When my V Work's done, 


Commend th*Artificer, and then be thankful. [ Exeunt. 
i M8 4 S C CH N E 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Caliſte (richly habited) and Mirtilla (in her 
firſt Gown.) © 


Caliſt. How doeſt thou like my Gown ? 
| MMirt. Tis Rich and Courtlike. 
| Caliſt. The Dreſſings too are ſuitable? ? 
1 Mirt. I muſt fay ſo, | 
Or you 82 blame my want of Care, 
Caliſt. Mother 
Little Dread of my intended F light, or r that 
Theſe are my nuptial Ornaments. 
Mirt. I hope 1o. 


Calift. How dully thou replieſt ! thou doſt not envy 


Adorio's noble Change, or the good F ortune ; 
That it brings to me? 
Mirt. My Endeavours 
That Way can anſwer for me. 
Caliſt. True, you have diſcharged 8 
A faithful Servant's Duty, and it is 
By me rewarded like a liberal Miſtrefſ: 
I ſpeak it not to upbraid you with my Bounties, 
Tho! they deſerve more Thanks and Ceremony 
Than you have yet expreſs'd. 
| Mirt. The Miferies which 
From your Happineſs T am ſure to ſuffer, ee 
Reſtrain my forward Tongue; and gentle, Madam, 
Excuſe my Weakneſs, though I do appear 
A little daunted with the 9 Burthen - 
I am to undergo : When you are ſafe, 
My Dangers 1: 15 ke to roaring Torrents will 


Guſh in upon me; yet I would endure 

Your Mather's Cruelty ; but how to bear 

Your Abſence, in the very Thought confounds me: 

Since we were Children, I have lov'd and ſerv'd you, 

I willingly learn'd to obey, as you 2 

Grew Ww to ä that you might command met 
An 


K 
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And now to be divorc'd from all my Comforts, 
Can this be borne with Patience ? 
Caliſt. The Neceſſity | 
Of my ſtrange Fare eommands it; but I vow 
By my Adorio's Love, I pity thee. 
Mirt. Pity me, Madam! a cold Charity: 
You muſt do more, and help me. 
Caliſt. Ha! what ſaid you? 
1 muſt ? Is this fit Language for a 8 ? 
Mirt. For one that would continue your poor Servant, - 
And cannot live that Day in which ſhe is 
Deny'd to be fo ; Can Mirtilla ſit 
Mourning alone, imagining thoſe Pleaſures 
Which you this bleſſed Hymeneal Night 
Enjoy in the Embraces of your Lord,. 
And my Lord too in being your's (already 
As ſuch I love and honour him) ſhall a Stranger 
Sew you in a Sheet to guard that Maidenhead 
You muſt pretend to keep, (and *twill become you.) 
Shall another do thoſe bridal Offices 
Which Time will not permit to remember, 
And pine here with Envy? Pardon me, 
I muſt and will be pardon'd, for my Paſſions 
Are in Extremes, and uſe ſome ſpeedy Means 
That I may go along with you, and ſhare 
In thoſe Delights, but with becoming Diſtance : 
Or by his Life, which as a Saint you [wear by, 
& will diſcover all. 
Caliſt. Thou canſt not be 
So treacherous and cruel, in deſtroying 
The Building thou haſt ais d. 
 Mirt. Pray you do not tempt me, 
For *tis reſolv'd. | 
Caliſt. I know not what to think oft. 
In the Diſcovery of my Secrets to her, | 
A have made my Slave my Miſtreſs, I muſt ooch her, . 
There's no Evaſion elſe. [ a/fide.} Prythee, Mirtilla, 
Be not ſo violent, I am ſtrangely taken 


With 
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With thy Affection for me, 'twas my Purpoſe 
To have thee ſent for. 

Mirt. When? © 

Caliſt. This very Night, 

And I vow deeply I ſhall be n ſooner 

In the defir'd Poſſeſſion of my Lei 

But by ſome of his Servants 1 will have thee 
Convey'd unto us. | 

Mirt. Should you break ? 

Caliſt. I dare not : 
Come, clear thy Looks, for inſtantly we'll prepare 
For our Departure. | 

Mirt. Pray you, forgive my Boldneſs, 

Growing from, my. Exceſs of Zeal to ſerye you. 

Caliſt. I thank thee for't. 

| Mirt. You'll keep your Word. 

Caliſt. Still doubtful. 

Mirt. "TI 'was this I aim'd at, and leave the reſt to 

be ortune. [Exeunt, 


SCENE HI. 


Enter Adorio, Camillo, Lentulo, Donato, Cario 


and Servants. 


Ader. Haſte you unto, my Villa, and take all 
Proviſion along with you; and for Uſe oo 
And Ornament, the Shortneſs of the Time 
Can furniſh you; let my beſt Plate be ſer out, 
And coſtlieſt Hangings, and if't be poſſible 
With a merry Dance to entertain the Bride, 
Provide an Epithalamium. 


Car. Truſt me for Belly Timber, and for a Song 1 


have 
A Paper Blurrer ; who on all Occaſions, 
For all Times, and all Seaſons, hath ſuch Trinkets 
Ready i'the Deck. It is but altering | 
The Names, and they will ſerve for any Redo... | 
Or Bridegroom 1 in the Kingdom. 4 
Alder, 
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Ador. But for the Dance? 
Car. I will make one myſelf, and foot it finely, 
And ſummoning your Tenants, at my Dreſſer, 
Which is indeed my Drum. Make a rare. Choice 
Of th'able Youth, * ſuch, as ſweat, ſufficiently, / 
And ſmell too, but not. of Amber, which you know: is 
The Grace of the Country-Hall. 
Ador. About it, Cario, and look you be careful. 
Car. For mine own Credit, Sir. LErit. 
Ador. Now, 
Noble Friends, confirm your Loves, 2 think not 
Of the Penalty of the Law, that does forbid 
The ſtealing away an Heir. . I will ſecure you, 
And pay the Breach oft. 
Cam. Tell us what we ſhall * 
We'll talk of that hereafte. 
Ador. Pray you be careful 3 
To keep the Weſt Gate of the City open. 
That our Paſſage may be free, and Bribe che Wach 
With any ſum; this is all. 
Don. A dangerous Buſineſs. 
Cam. I'll make the Coaſtable, Watch add Porter 
drunk, 
Under a Crown. 
| Lent. And then you may paſs while they ſnore, 
Though you had done a Murder. 
Cam. Get but your Miſtreſs, 
And leave the reſt to us. 
Aor. Lou much engage me, 
But J forget myſelf. 
Cam. Pray you in what, Sir? 
Ador. Yielding too much to my Affection, 
Though lawful now, my wounded Reputation 
And Honour ſuffer: The Diſgrace in taking 
A Blow in public from Caldoro, branded 
With the infamous Mark of Coward, in delaying 
To right myſelf, upon my Cheek grows freſher, 
That's firſt to be conſider d. FAR 
N. 


| 
| 
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Cam. If you dare 


Truſt my Opinion, (yet I have had 


Some Practice and Experience in Duels) 
You are too tender that Way : Can you anſwer 
The Debt you owe your Honour, till you meet 
Your Enemy from whom you may exact it? 
Hath he not left the City, and in Fear 9 
ConceaPd himſelf, for ought I can imagine ? 
What would you more? 
Ador. I ſhould do. 
Cam. Never think on't. 
Till fitter Time, and Place invite you to it. 
I have read Caranza, and find not in his Grammar 
Of Quarrels, that the injur'd Man is bound 
To ſeek for Reparation at an Hour; 
But may, and without Loſs, _till he hath ſettled 
More ſerious Occaſions that import him, 
For a Day or two defer it. | 
Ador. You'll ſubſcribe” 
Your Hand to this ? | | 
Cam. And juſtify t. with my Life, | 


Preſume upon*t.  - 
Aavr. On then, you ſhall over-rule me.  ([Exeunt. 


SCENE W. 
Enter Jolante and Calypſo. 
Jol. I'll give thee a golden Tongue, and have ; it 


hung up 
O' er thy Tomb for a Monument. 
8 "+ off | Calyp. 


I lave read Caranza, * nd nat in his Gn 


This makes good the CREE of the 2 25 in which they 
ſought Duels by the Book. 


| Caranza was an Author who mathe a Treatiſe on the Duelb : 


3s often mentioned by Flitcher with Ridicule, and * Zen Jolmſon 15 
bis New Ir. 
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Cahp. I am not prepar'd yet | 
To leave the World; there are many good Pranks 
I muſt diſpatch in this Kind before I die: 
And I had rather, if your Honour pleaſe, 
Have the Crowns in my N 

Jol. Take that. 

Calyp. Magnificent Lady 340 
May you live long, and every Moon love Cham. 
That I may have freſh Employment. You know what 
Remains to be done. 

Jol. Yes, yes, I will command 
My Daughter and Mirtilla to their Chamber. 

Calyp. And lock em up: Such liquoriſh Kitlings 

are not | 
To be truſted with our Cream. E'er I go, I'll help you 
To ſet forth the Banquet, and place the candid Eringo's 
Where he may be ſure to taſte em. Then undreſs you, 
For theſe Things are cumberſame, when you ſhould be | 
active : » 

A thing Night Mantle to hide part of your Smock, 
With your Pearl embroider'd . on your Feet, 
And then you are arm'd for Service; nay, no trifling, 
We are alone, and you know tis a Point of Folly 
To be coy to eat, when Meat 1 is ſet before you. 
eExeunt. 
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SCENE . 


Euter Adogo and Servant. 


Ador. Tis Eleven by my Watch, the Hour appointed. 
Liſten at the Door ;—hear'{t thou any ſtirring ? 
Serv. No Sir, all's ſilent here. 
Ador. Some curled Buſineſs keeps 
Her Mother up. Pll walk a little Circle, 
And ſhew where you ſhall wait us with the Horſes, 
And then return. This ſhort Delay afflicts me, 
And I preſume, to her it is not pleaſing.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Enter Durazzo and Caldoro. 


Dur. What's now to be done ? 1 let's to Bed, 
6 I am ſleepy. 

mas here's my Hand on't without more ado, 

fair or foul Play, we'll have her to Morrow 
I thy Poſſeſſion. | 
Cad. Good Sir, give me leave 
To taſte a little Comfort in beholdin 

The Place by her ſweet Preſence fanRify'd. 

She may perhaps to take air, ope the Caſement, 

And looking out, a new Star to be gaz'd on 
me with Adoration, bleſs theſe Eyes. 

Ne'er happy but when ſhe is wade the . 
Dur. Is not here fine fooli 
- Caldo. Thou great Queen 081 Love, 

Or real or imagin'd, be propitious 

To me thy faithful Votary ; and I vow 

Teerett a Statue to thee equal to | 

Thy Picture by Apelless ſkilful Hand, 

Left as the great Example of his Art; 

And on thy Thigh I'Il hang a golden Cupid, 

His Torches flaming, and his Quiver full, 


For farther Honour. 
Dur. End this waking' Dream, and let $ away, 


Enter Caliſte and Mirtilla. 


Caliſt. Mirtilla ! 
Cald. Tis her Voice. 
Caliſt. You heard the Horſes footing. 
Mirt. Certainly. 
Caliſt. Speak low, my Lord Adorio. 
Cald. I am dumb. : 
Dur. The Darkneſs friend us tao, 
Moſt honour'd Madam, 
Ao ic, your Servant. 
Caliſt. As you are ſo, 
I do command your Silence till we are 


2 


Further 
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Farther remov'd 3 afid let this Kiſs aſſure you,. 
( I thank the fable Night that hides my Bluthes) 
I am 3 yours.” 
7 ward you W.. ä = 
irt. Madam, think on Mirulla. I Saes z. 
Dur. Pl not now enquire 


The Myſtery of this, but bleſs kind Fortune 


Favouring us beyond our Hopes ; 55 now I think on't, 
I had ever a lucky Hand | in ſuch Smock Night- work. 
an | 


SCENE Vi. + 


Enter Adorio and Servant. 


TOR, This 'Slowneſs does amaze me; ſhe's not | 


alter'd | 
In her late Reſolution. 
[Within Folant. ] Get you to Bed, 


And ſtir not on your Life: till I command you. 


Ador. Her Mother's Voice! Liſten. 
Serv. Here comes the Daughter, 


Enter Mirtilla, 


Mirt. Whither ſhall I flie for Suctour ? = 
Ador. To theſe Arms, your Caſtle of Defence, im- 
pregnable, 
And not to be blown up. How your Heart beats 
Take Comfort, dear Caliſte, you are nox 
In his Protection that will ne'er forſake you, 
Adorio : Your chang'd Adorio ſwears | 
By your beſt Self, an Oath he dares not break, 
He loves you, loves you in a noble Way, 
His Conſtancy firm as the Poles of Heaven. 


J will urge no Reply, Silence becomes you, 


And Il defer the Muſic of your Voice 
Till we are in a Place of Safety. 233- ana df 
Mirt. O bleſt — . [Exeant, 
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SCENE. VI... 
Enter Severino. 


Tis Midnight: How my Fears of certain Deatir 
Being ſurpriz d, combat with my ſtrong Hopes 
Rais'd on my chaſte Wife's Goodneſs ! 1 am grown! 
A Stranger in this City, and no Wonder 
I have too long been ſo unto myſelf : 

Grant me a little Truce, my troubled Soul, 
I hear ſome Footing, ha 


Enter Monteclaro and Calypſo. 


Calyp. That is the Houſe, 
And there's the Key : You'll find my Lady ready 
To entertain you: *Tis not fit I ſhould 5 
Stand gaping by while you bill: I have brought you on, 
Charge home, and come off with Honour. LExit. 
Sever. It makes this Way. 
Mont: J am much troubled, and know not what te 
think | 
Of this Deſign. 
Sever. It ſtill comes on. 
Mont. The Watch! Tam bettay'd. 
Sever. Should I now appear fearful 
It would diſcover me; there is no retiring, 
My Confidence muſt protect me, I'll appear 
As if I walk'd the Round. Stand. 4 8 
Mont. I am loſt. | 
Sever. The Word ? 
Mont. Pray you forbear; I am a Stranger, 
And miſſing, this dark ſtormy Night, my Way 
To my Lodging, you ſhall do a courteous Office 
To guide me tot. 
Sever. Do you chink I ſtand here for a Page or a 
Porter ? 
Mont. Good Sir, grow not ſo high, f 
I can 1 ay being abroad; I am OY 
o 
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No pilfering Vagabond, and what you are 

Stands yet in Suppoſition; and I charge you 

It you are an Officer, bring me before your Captain; 

For if you do aſſault me, tho? not in fear 

Of what you can do alone, I will cry Murder 

And raiſe the Streets. 
Sever, Before my Captain, ha ? 

And bring my Head to the Block. Would we were 

parted, 

I have greater Cauſe to fear the Watch than he. 2 4. 
Mont. Will you do your Duty? 
Sever. I muſt cloſe with him: 

Truth, Sir, whate'er you are, (yet by your Language 

1 gueſs you a Gentleman) I'll not uſe the Rigour 

of my Place upon you; only quit this Street, 

For your Stay here will be dangerous, and good Night. 
Mont. The like to you, Sir; I'll grope out my Way 

As well as I can. O damn'd Bawd ! tare you well, Sir. 

[Exit Monteclaro. 

Sever. Iam glad he's gone; there is a ſecret Paſſage 

Unknown to my Wife, through which this Key will 

guide me 
To her deſired Embraces, which muſt be, 


My Preſence "0M ond her Hopes, moſt welcome. 
. 


SC E N E VIII. 


Enter Jolante (with a rich Banquet and Tapers) (in 4 
Chair, behind a Curtain. ; 


Jol. Iam full of perplexed Thanh Imperious 
Blood, 
Thou only art a Tyrant : Judgment, Reaſon, 
To whatſoever thy Edicts proclaim, 
With vaſſal Fear ſubſcribe againſt themſelves, 
I am yet ſafe in the Port, and fee before me, 
If I put off, a rough tempeſtuous Sea, 
The raging Winds of Infamy from all Quarters 
Aſſuring my Deſtruction; yet my Luſt 
Vor. IV. os Swelling 
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Swelling the wanton Sails, (my Underſtanding 
Stowe'd under Hatches) like a deſperate Pilot 
Commands me to urge on: My Pride, my Pride, 
Self-love, and Over-Value of myſelf 

Are juſtly puniſh'd : I that did deny 

My Daughter's Youth allow'd and lawful Pleaſures, 
And ld not ſuffer in her thoſe Deſires 

She ſuck'd in with my Milk, now in my waning 
Am ſcorcht and burnt up with libidinous Fire 
That muft conſume wy. Fame; yet ſtill I HG | 
More Fuel on it. | 


pon evading, 


Sever. *Tis her Voice, poor Turtle: 
She's now at her Devotions, praying for 
Her baniſh'd Mate : Alas, thar for my Guilt 
Her Innocence ſhould ſuffer ! But I do 
Commit a ſecond Sin in my deferring 
The Extaſy of Joy that will tranſport her 
Beyond herſelf, when ſhe flies to my Lips, 
And ſeals my Welcome. Folante ! 

Tx. Ha! ,- 
Good Angels guard' me. 

Sever. What do I behold ? 
Some ſudden Flaſh of Lightning ſtrike me blind, 
Or cleave the Centre of the Earth, that I 
May living find a Sepulchre to \ frallow 
Me and my Shame together. - | 

Jol. Guilt and Horror 
Confound me in one Inſtant; thus ſurpriz'd, 
The Subtilty of all Wantons, though abſtracted, 
Can ſhew no ſeeming Colour of Excuſe, 
To plead in my Defence. 

Sever. Is this her Mourning ? 
O killing Object! The impriſon'd Vapours | 
Of Rage and Sorrow make an Earthquake in me: 
This little World, like to a tottering Tower, 
Not to be underpropp'd ; yet in my Fall 


Fl cruſh thee with my Ruins. [Draws a Poniard; 
: * 
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Jol. Good Sir, hold: [Ihe kneels, 
For, my Defence unheard, you wrong your Juſtice, 
If you proceed to Execution, 
And will too late repent it, 
Sever. Thy Defence? 
To move it, adds (could it receive Addition) 
Uglineſs to the loathſome Leproſy, 
That in thy being a Strumpet hath already 
Infected every Vein, and ſpreads itſelf 


{ Over this Carrion, which would poiſon 


Vultures and Dogs, ſhould they devour ir, Yet to ſtamp 
The Seal of Reprobation on thy Soul, 
I'll hear thy impudent Lies borrow'd from Hell, 
And prompted by the Devil, thy Tutor, Whore, 
Then ſend thee to him. Speak. 
| Fol. Your Gorgon Looks 
Turn me to Stone, and a dead Pally ſeizes 
My ſilenc'd Tongue, 
Sever. O Fate ! that the Diſeaſe 
Were general in Women ; what a Calm 
Should wretched Men enjoy ! Speak, and be brief, 
Or thou ſhalt ſuddenly feel me. 
Fol. Be appeas'd, Sir, 
Until I have deliver'd Reaſons for 
This ſolemn Preparation. 
Sever. On, I hear thee. 
Fol. With Patience aſk your Memory ; ; ill in- 
ſtruct you, 
This very Day of the Month, ſeventeen Years ſince, 
You married me. 
Sever. Grant it, what canſt thou urge 00 this? 
Jol. That Day, ſince your Proſcription, Sir, 
In the Remembrance of it annually, 
The Garments of my Sorrow laid aſide, 
I have with Pomp obſerv'd. 
Sever. Alone! 
Jol. The Thoughts 
Of my Felicity then, my Miſery now 
Were the invited Gueſts ; Imagination 


SS. Teaching 
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Teaching me to believe that you were r 


Anda Partner! in it. 


Sever. Rare ! this real Banquet | 
To feaſt your Fancy : Fiend ! could Fancy drink off 


Theſe Flaggons to my Health, or th' Idol Thought 


Like Baal devour theſe Delicates ? The Room 
Perfum'd to take his Noſtrils ? This loofe Habit 
Which Meſſalina would not wear, put on 
To fire his luſtful Eyes? Wretch, am I grown 
So weak in thy Opinion, that it can 
Flatter Credulity that theſe groſs Tricks 
May be foiſted on me? Where's my Daughter ? Where 
The Bawd your Woman? Anſwer me; Califte, 
Mirtilla ? They are diſpos'd of, if, not murder'd, - 
To make all ſure; and yet methinks your Neighbour, 
Your Whiſtle, Agent, Paraſite, Calypſo, 
Should be within Call, when you hem to ufher in 
The cloſe Adulterer. | | 

Fol. What will you do? 

Sever. Not kill thee, do not hope i it, I am not 
So near to Reconcilement. Ha! this Scarf, 
Th? intended Favour to your Stallion, now [Binds Ber. 
Is uſeful: Do not ſtrive; thus bound expect 
All ſtudied Tortures, my Aſſurance, not 
My Jealouſy thou art falſe, can pour upon thee. 
In Darkneſs howl thy Miſchiefs ; and if men 


Of thy Imagination can conjure 


The Ribauld, glut thyſelf with him: 

I will cry aim, and in another Room 

Determine of my Vengeance. Oh, my Head Strings 
[Exit, with Tapers. 


Fol. Moſt miſerable Woman ! and yet ſitting 
A Judge in mine own Cauſe upon myſelf, | 


I could not mitigate the heavy Doom 


My incens'd Huſband muſt pronounce upon me. 
In my Intents I am guilty, and for them 

Muſt ſuffer the ſame Puniſhment, as if 

I had in Fact offended. 


[Calypſo 
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[Calypſo ſpeaks at the Door. 


. Calyp. Bore my Eyes out 
If you prove me faulty: I'll but tell my Lady 
What caus'd your Stay, and initantly preſent you. 
How's * ? > Lights? What new Device? Will 
e PN | 
At Blindman' $4 Buff : Madam ? 
Fol. Upon thy Lite, 
Speak in a lower Key. 
Calyp. The Myſtery | 
Of this, ſweet Lady; where are you! ? 
Fol. Here, faſt bound. 
Calyp, By whom? 
Jol. I'll whiſper that into thine _ 
And then farewel for ever. 
Calyp. How ? My Lerd, 
I am in a Fever: Horns upon Horns grow on him. 
Could he pick no Hour but this to break a N 
Almoſt made up? 
Fol. What ſhall we do? 
Calyp. Betray him; I'll inſtantly raiſe the Watch. 
Fol. And ſo make me for ever infamous. 
Calyp. The Gentleman, the rareſt Gentleman is at 
the Door, | 
Shall he loſe his Labour? Since that you muſt periſh, 
'Twill ſhew a Woman's Spleen in you to fall 
Deſervedly ; give him his Anſwer, Madam. 
I have on the ſudden in my Head a ſtrange Whimſy, 
But I will firſt unbind you. 
Jol. Now what follows? 
Calyp. I will ſupply your Place; and bound, give me 
Your Mantle, take my Night-Gown, ſend away 
The Gentleman ſatisfied. I know my Lord 
Wants Power to hurt you: I perhaps may get 
A Kiſs by the Bargain, and all this may prove 
But ſome neat Love-Trick : If he ſhould grow furious 


And queſtion me, I am reſolv'd to put on 
E 3 An 


That have * out themſelves to graſp a Solas: 
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An obſtinate Silence, Pray you diſpatch the Gentleman, 

His Courage may cool. | 
Jol. I'Il ſpeak with him; but if 

To any baſe or luſtful End, may Mercy 5 

In my laſt Gaſp forſake me. | [ Exit. 
. Calyp. I was too raſh, 


And have done what I wiſh undone : Say he ſhould 
kill me, 


I have run my Head in a fine Nooſe; and I ſmell 


The Pickle I am in; *las, how I flivdder 

Still more and more! Would I were a She- Priapus, 
Stuck up in a Garden to fright away the Crows, 

So I were out of the Houſe ; ſhe's at her Pleaſure, 
Whate'er ſhe ſaid, and I muſt endure the Torture. 
He comes ; I cannot pray, my Fears will kill me, 


Enter Severino, throwing open the Doors violently, 
0 having a Knife. 


Sever. It is a Deed of Darkneſs; and I need 
No Light to guide me; there is Something tells me 
Jam too llow-pac'd i in my Wreak, and trifle 
In my Revenge. All huſh'd ? No Sigh nor Groan 
To witneſs her Compunction? Can Guilt ſleep ? 
And Innocence be open-Ey'd ? Even now 
Perhaps ſhe dreams of the Adulterer, 
And in her Fancy hugs him : Wake, thou Strumpet, 
And' inſtantly give up unto my Vengeance 
The Villain that defiles my Bed ; diſcover 
Both what and where he is, and ſuddenly, 
That I may bind you Face to Face, then ſew you 
Into one Sack, and from ſome ſteep Rock hurl you 
Into the-Sea together: Do not play with 


The Lightning of my Rage; break ſtubborn Silence, 


And anſwer my Demands ; will it not be? 
PII talk no longer: Thus I mark thee for 
A common Strumpet. 8 
Cahp. Oh! 85 
Sever. Thus ſtab theſe Arme 


cahp. 
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Cahp. Oh! 5 
Sever. This is but an Ran PlI 3 

The Curtains of the Tragedy hereafter : 

Howl on, *tis Muſic to me. [ Exit Severino. 
Calyp. He 1s gone. 

A Kiſs and Love-Tricks ? He hath villainous Teeth, 

May iublim'd Mercury draw *em. If all Dealers 

In my Profeſſion were paid thus, there would be 

A Dearth of Cuckolds. Oh my Noſe ! I had one; 

My Arms, my Arms ! I dare not cry for Fear : 

Curſed Deſire of Gold, how art thou puniſh'd ? 


Enter jolante. 


Jol. Till now I never truly knew myſelf, 
Nor by all Principles and Lectures read 
In Chaſtity's cold School, was ſo inſtructed 
As by her contrary. How baſe and deform d 
| Looſe Appetite is! as in a few ſhort Minutes 
This Stranger hath, and feelingly, deliver'd. 
Oh! that I could recall my bad Intentions, 
And be as I was Yeſterday untainted 
In my Deſires, as I am ſtill in Fact, 
(I thank his Temperance) I could look undaunted 
Upon my Huſband's Rage, and ſmile at it ; 
So ſtrong the Guards and ſure Defences are 
Of armed Innocence; but I will endure 
The Penance of my Sin, the only Means 
Is left to purge it. The Day breaks; Caopot 
Calyp. Here, Madam, here. 
Jol. Hath my Lord viſited thee ? | 
Calyp. Hell take ſuch Viſits; thele f ſtab'd Arms and 
Loſs 
Of my Noſe, you left faſt on, may give you a | Reliſh 
What a Night I have had of't, nd what you had ſuf- 
fered , 1 
Had I not ſupplied your Place. 
Fal. I truly grieve for't; 3 th 
Did not my Huſband ſpeak. to thee 5 rs 
Calyp. . I neard him | 


1 
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And leave me to my Fortune. 


| My Daughter, nor her Maid, nor any Print 


And holy Artributes you do n 
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And felt him ecce Agnum, with a Miſchief, 
But he knew not me; like a true bred Spartan Fox 
With Silence I endured it, he could not get 
One Syllable from me. 
Jol. Something may be faſhion'd 
From this Invention : Help me, I muſt be ſudden, 
Thou art free, exchange, quick, quick, now bind me 
ſure, 


Calyp. Pray you conſider, 
The Loſs of my Noſe ; had I been but carted for you, 
Though waſh'd with Mire and Chamber-lye, I had 
Examples to excuſe me; but my Noſe, my Noſe, dear 
Lady. Exit. 
Jol. Get off, PII poly to thee, 
If fo, it may rake ; if it fail, I muſt 
Suffer whatever follows. 


Enter Severino with 47 aper. 


Sever. I have ſearched 3 
In every Corner of the Houſe, yet find not 


a Man's Footing, which this wet Night would 

Be eaſily diſcern'd, the Ground being ſoft, 
At his coming in or going out. | 

Fol. "Tis te, * 
And I'm within hearing; Heav'n forgive this Feigning, 
I being forc'd to't to preſerve my Life, 
To be better ſpent hereafter. 

Sever. I begin to ſtagger, and my Love, if it * 

ow, 

Her Piety heretofore, and F ame e remembred, 
Would plead in her Excuſe. 

Jol. You blefled Guardians 
Ot matrimonial Faith, and juſt Revengers 
Of ſuch as do in F aft offend againſt 
Your ſacred Rites and Ceremonies ; by all Titles 


ID - - 
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To be invok' d, look down with ſaving = 1.2 - 
Upon my matchleſs Sufferings. 
Sever. At her Devotions, 
Affliction makes her Repent, 
Jol. Look down 
Upon a wretched Woman; and as I 
Have kept the Knot of Wedlock, in the Temple 
By the Prieſt faſten'd firm, ( though i in looſe Wiſhes 
I yield I have offended) to ftrike blind 
The Eyes of Jealouſy that ſee a Crime . 
I never yet committed, and to free me 
From the unjuſt Suſpicion of my Lord, 
Reſtore my martyr'd Face and wounded Arms 
To their late Strength and Beauty. 
Sever. Does ſhe hope to be cur'd by Miracle ? 
Fol. This Minute I 
Perceive with Joy my Oriſons heard and granted: 
You Miniſters of Mercy, who unſeen, 
And by a ſupernatural Means have done 
This Work of heavenly Charity, be ever canoniz'd fas, 
Sever. I did not dream, I heard her, 
And I have Eyes too, they cannot deceive me. 
If I have no Belief in their Aſſiſtance, 
I muſt turn Sceptick. Ha! this is the Hand ; 
And this the fatal Inſtrument : Theſe Drops | 
Of Blood, that guſh'd forth from her Face and Arms, 
Still freſh upon the Floor : This is ſomething more 
Than Wonder or Amazement, 1 profeſs 
I am aſftoniſh'd. 
Fol. Be incredulous ſtill, 
And go on in your barbarous Rage, led to it 
By your falſe Guide, Suſpicion, have no Faith 
In my fo long try'd Loyalty, nor believe _. 
That which you ſee ; and for your Satisfaction, 
My doubted Innocence clear'd by Miracle, 
Prove: theſe Veins have now new Blood, if you 
Reſolve to Jet it out. 
Sever. I would not be fooPd | 
With Eaſineſs of Belief, and faintly give [pe 
Credit 
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Credit to this ſtrange Wonder : *tis now thought on, 
In a fitter Place and Time, II ſound this farther. 
[ Unttes her. 

How can I expiate my Sin? Or hope, 
Though now I write myſelf thy Slave, the Service 
Of my whole Life can win thee to pronounce 
Deſpair'd of Pardon? Shall I kneel ? That's poor, 
Thy Mercy muſt urge more in my Defence, 
Than I can fancy. Wilt thou have Revenge? 
My Heart lies open to thee. 

Fol. This is needleſs to me, who in the Duty of a 

Wife, 

Know 1 muit ſuffer. 

Sever. Thou art made up of Goodneſs, 
And from my Confidence that I am alone, 
The Object of thy Pleaſures, until Death 
Divorce us, we will know no Separation 
Without inquiring why (as ſure thou wilt not, 
Such is thy meek Obedience) thy Jewels 
And choiceſt Ornaments pack*d up, thou ſhalt 
Along with me; and as a Queen be honour'dd 
By ſuch as ſtyle me Sovereign. Already 
My Baniſhment.is repeal'd, thou being preſent gi 
The Neapolitan Court a Place of Exile 
When thou art abſent ; my Stay here is mortal, 
Of which thou art too ſenſible, I perceive it, 
Come, deareſt Folante, with this Breath F<] 
All Jealouſy is blown away. . 
> Be conſtant. [Exeunt. 


| The Exp of the Taizp Act. | 
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SES 
ACT IV. SCENE J. 


A Noiſe within, as the Fall of a Horſe, 


enter Durazzo, Caldoro, Caliſte, Servant. 


then 


Duraz. Ell take the ſtumbling Jade. 
ps Cald. Heaven help Iſh Lady. 

Serv. The Horſe hath broke his Neck. 

| Duraz. Would thine were crack'd too, 

So the Lady had no Harm.. Give her freſh Air, 
*Tis but a Swoon. 

Cald. Tis more, ſhe's dead. 

Duraz. Examine 
Her Limbs if they be whole : Not too o Magd, not too 

FF | 
You Ferri, this is no Coney- banugh for you. 
How do you find her? 

Cald. No Breath of Comfort, Sir, too cruel Fate 
Had I ſtill pin'd away, and ling'red under | 
The Modeſty of juſt and honeſt Hopes 
After a long Conſumption, Sleep and Death, 

To me had been the ſame ; but now as *rwere 
Poſſeſs'd of all my Wiſhes, in a Moment 

To have 'em raviſh*d from me ! Suffer Shipwreck 
In view of the Port! and, like a half-ftarv'd Beggar, 
No ſooner in Compaſſion cloath'd, but coffin'd ! 
Malevolent Deſtinies, too cunning in 

Wretched Caldoro's Tortures. O Caliſte, 

If thy immortal Part hath not already 

Left this fair Palace, let a Beam of Light 

Drawn from thine Eye, in this Cimmerian Darkneſs, 
To guide my ſhaking Hand to touch the Anchor 
Of Hope in thy 8880 | 

Caliſt. Oh! 


Duraze 


— 
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 Daraz. She lives, 
Diſturb her not, ſhe is no Right bred Woman 
H the die with one Fall; ſome of my Acquaintance 
Have took a thouſand merrily, and are {till 
Excellent Wreſtlers at the cloſe. hug. 

Cald. Good Sir. 

Duraz. Prythee be not angry, I ould oak thus if 
My Mother were in her Place. | 

Cald. But had you heard 
The Muſic of the Language which ſhe us'd 
To me, believ'd Adorio, as ſhe rode 
Behind me ; little thinking that ſhe did 
Embrace Calder. 

Calift. Ah, Adorio ! 

Duraz. Leave talking, I conceive it. 

Caliſt. Are you fate ? 

Cald. And rais'd like you from Death to Liſe to hear 

ou. 

Calift. ek my Defence then, cer I take my val off, 
A ſimple Maid's Defence, which looking on you, 
I faintly could deliver; willingly 
am become your Prize, and therefore uſe 
Tour Victory nobly; Heaven's bright Eye, the Sun, 
Draws up the groſſeſt Vapours, and I hope 
I ne'er ſhall prove an envious Cloud to darken 
The Splendour of your Merits. I could urge 
With what Diſdain, nay Scorn, I have declin'd 
The Shadows of inſinvating Pleafures 
Tender'd by all Men elſe, you only bein 
The Object of my Hopes: That cruel Prince 
To whom the Olive-branch of Peace is offer'd, 
Is not a Conqueror, but a bloody Tyrant, 
If he refuſe it ; nor ſhould you wiſh a Triumph, 
Becauſe Califte s humble; I have ſaid 
And now expect your Sentence. | 

Duraz. What a Throng 
Of Clients would be in the Court of Love, | 
Were there many ſuch ſhe Advocates! Art thou dumb ? 
Canſt thou ſay nothing for thyſelf ? lbs 

ald. 
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| Cald. Dear Lady, > + | 
Open your Eyes, and look upon the Man, 
The Man you have elected for your Judge, 
Kneeling to you for Mercy. 

Caliſt. I ſhould know 
This Voice, and ſomething more than nr I am 
Deceiv'd, but now I look upon his F ace, 
Jam aſſur'd I am wretched. 

Duraz. Why, good Lady? _ 
Hold her up, ſhe'll fall again, before her time elſe, 
TheYouth's a well timbered Youth, look on his making; 
His Hair curPd naturally, he's whole cheſted too, 
And will do his Work as well, and 80 mene ſtitch 

with't, 

As any Adorio in the World; my State m 115; 
A Chicken of the right kind ; and if he prove not 
A Cock of the Game, cuckold him firſt, and after 
Make a Capon of him. 

Caliſt. I'll cry out a Rape, 
If thou unhand me not. Would 1 had dig 
In my late Trance, and never liv'd to know 
I am betray'd. 

Duraz. To a young nad active Huſband, 
Call you that Treachery ? There are a Shoal f 
Young Wenches i'th' City, would vow a Pilgrimage 
Beyond FJeruſalem, to be fo cheated. 4 
To her again, you Milk ſop, — Storms 
Are ſoon blown over. 

Calif. How could'ſt thou, Caldore, ; 
With ſuch a frontleſs Impudence, arm thy Hopes 
So far, as to believe I might conſent _ 
To this lewd Practice? Have I not often told thee 
How, e'er I pitied thy miſplaced Affection, 
I could not anſwer it? And that there was 
A ſtrong Antipathy between our Paſſions, , 
Not to be reconcil'd. 

Cald. Vouchſafe to hear me es 
With an impartial Ear, and it will take from 
The RY of 8 Cenſure. Man was mark'd 
| A Fiiend 
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A Friend in his Creation to himſelf, 
And may with fit Ambition conceive 
The greateſt Bleſſings, and the higheſt Honours 
Appointed for him, if he can atchieve em 
The right and noble Way: I grant you were 
The End of my Deſign, but itill purſu'd _ 
With a becoming Modeſty, Heaven at length 
Being pleas'd, and not my Arts to further it. 
Duraz. Now he comes to her: On, Boy. 
Cald. I have ſerv'd you 
With a religious Zeal, and borne the Burthen 
Of your Neglect (if I may call it ſo) 
Beyond the Patience of a Man. To prove this, 
I have ſeen thoſe Eyes with pleaſant Glances play : 
Upon Adorio's, like Phæbe's Shine, 
|. Gilding a Chryſtal River, and' your Lip 
3 Riſe up in civil Courtſhip to meet his, 
| While I bit mine with Envy: Yet theſe Favours 
(Howe'er my Paſſions rag'd) could not provoke me 
To one Act of Rebellion againſt 
My Loyalty to you; the Sovereign 
To —— I owe Obedience. 
Caliſt. My Bluſhes confeſs this for a Truth, 
Duraz. A Flag of Truce is 
Hung out in this Acknowledgment. 
Cald. I could add, 
(But that you may interpret what I ſpeak, 
The Malice of a Rival, rather than 


My due _ to your De 0 How faintly 
| Adorio 


s 7 have ſeen thoſe * 50 pheaſant Glances 4 
Upon Adorio's, & c. 


This is a molt beautiful Sitiile in Shalepear we have one very 
much like it, which I ſhall here ſet down. | | 


mn He ſays, be loves my Daughter ; ; 
I think ſo too: For never gaz'd the Moon 


Upon the Water, as he'll fland and read, 


fs *texere my Daughters Eyes. 
Winter's Tale, aa IV. Scene *. 3 


THE GUARDIAN. 
Alorio hath return'd Thanks to the Bounty 
Of your Affection, aſeribing it 
As a Tribute to his Worth, and not in you 
An Act of Mercy: Could he elſe, invited 
(As by your Words J underſtood) to take you 
To his Protection, groſly neglect | 
So gracious an Offer? Or give Power | 
To Fate itſelf to croſs him? O, dear Madam, 
We are all the Balls of time, toſs'd to and fro, 
From the Plough unto the Throne, and back 
Under the Swing of Deſtiny Mankind ſuffers; 
And it appears, by an unchang'd Decree, 
You were appointed mine; wiſe Nature always 
7 at due Proportion: and if ſo, 
I may believe with Confidence, Heaven in Pity 
Of my ſincere Affection, and long Patience, 
Directed you by a moſt bleſſed Error 
To your vow'd Servant's Boſom. 
Duraz. By my Holy Dame 
Tickling Philoſophy. A) 
Caliſt. Jam, Sir, too weak 
To argue with you; but my Stars have better 
(1 hope) provided for me. 1 


69 


Cad. If there be 
Diſparity between us, *tis in your 
Compaſſion to level it. 
Duraz. Give Fire 
To the Mine, and blow her up. 
Calift. J am ſenſible | 
Of what you have endured, but on ts adden, 
With my unuſual Travel, and late Bruife, 
I am exceeding weary ; in yon Grove, 
While I repoſe - myſelf, be you my Guard. 
My Spirits with ſome little Reſt reviv'd, 
We will conſider further: For my Part 
You ſhall receive modeſt and gentle Anſwers 
To your Demands, though ſhort paring to make 
| Full Satisfaction. 


Cald. 


64 THE GUARDIAN, 


Cald. I am exalted. 
in the Employment, ſleep ſecure, w be £1 
Your vigilant Centinel. 

Caliſt. But I command you, 

And as you hope for future Grace obey me, 
Preſume not with one ſtoPn Kiſs to diſturb 
The Quiet of my Slumbers ; let your Temperance; 
And not your Luſt, watch over me: 

Cald. My Deſires 
Are frozen, till your Pity ſhall diſſolve 'em. 

Duraz. Frozen ! think not of Froſt, F ool, in the 

Dog-days, 
Remember the old Adage, and make uſe of'r, 
Occaſion's bald behind. 

Caliſt. Is this your Uncle? 

Cald. And Guardian, Madam; at your better Leiſure, 
When I have deſerv'd it, you may give him Thanks 
For his many Favours to me. 

Cali - He appears a pleaſant Gentleman. 

[Exeunt Caldoro and Caliſte. 
Day. You ſhould find me ſo, 
But that I do hate Inceſt. I grow heavy, 
Sirrah, provide freſh Horſes; I'll ſeek out 
Some hollow Tree, and dream till you return, 
Which I charge you to haſten. 
Serv. With all Care, Sir. [ Exeunt: 


Enter C ario and Country men, (for the Dance and Song) 


Car. Let your Eyes be rivetted to my Heels, and 
__ - a nor + 2 
A Hair's Breadth of my Footing ; our Dance has 
A moſt melodious Note, and I command you 
To have Ears like Hares this Night for my Lord's 
Honour, : 
And fomething for my Worſhip: Your Reward 1s 
To be drunk blind like Moles in the Wine-cellar, 
And though you ne'er ſee after, tis the better, 
You were born for this Night's Service: And do you 
hear, 
Wire-ſtring and Cats- -guts Men, and LY breath'd 
Hoboys, For 
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For the Credit of your Calling, have not your Inſtry- 
ments od | 
To tune, when you. ſhould ſtrike up; but twang ir 
F 
As you would read your Neck-Verſe, and you Warbler, 
Keep your Wind- pipe moiſt, that you may not ſpit 
and hem, | 
When you ſhould make Diviſion, How I ſweat ! J 
Authority is troubleſome They are come, 6 
I know it by the Cornet that I plac'd = 
On the Hill to give me Notice : Marſhal yourſelves 4 
I'the Rear, the Van is yours. Now chant ir ſpritely. 


Enter Adorio, Mirulla, Camillo, Lentulo and Donato. 


Ador. A et 4 =o Ditty. _ __ Song: 
Cam. Not ill | 1 
Ador. What follows? 

Car. Uſe your Eyes; if ever, now your Maſter- 


piece. [ Dance. 
Ader. * Tis well perform'd, take that, but not from 
me, | 


'Tis your new Lady's Bounty, thank her for't, 
All that I have 1s her's. | 

Car. I muſt have three Shares 
For my Pains and Properties, che Reſt ſhall be | 
Divided equally. Ex. Corio & Ruftici. 

Mirt. My real Fears 
Begin, and ſoon my painted Comforts vaniſh 
In my Diſcovery. 

Ador. Welcome to your on: 
You have (a Wonder in a Woman) kept 
Three long Hours Silence; and the greater, holdin 
Your own Choice in your Arms, a Bleſſing for which 
I will be thankful to you, nay unmaſk 
And let mine Eye and Ears together feaſt, 
Too long by you kept empty: "Oh you want 
Your Woman's Help, PI do her Office for you. 

| [ Pulls of ber Maſe. 

Mo rtilla ! 

Vor. IV. e Cam. 
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Cam. It is ſhe, and wears the Habit 


In which Califte three Days ſince appeared 


As ſhe came from the Temple. 
Lent. All this Trouble for a poor Waiting-maid ? , 
Den. We are groſsly . 1 
Acdor. Thou Child Impudence, anſwer me, and 
t nt 
Or though the” Tongues of Angels pleaded Mercy, 
Tortures ſhall force it from thee, 
Mirt. Innocence 
Is free and open breaſted ; of what Crime 
Stand T accus'd, my Lord ? 
Aldor. What Crime? No Language 
— ſpeak it to the Height; I ſhall become 
iſcourſe for Fools and Drunkards. How was this 
Contriv*'d ? Who help'd thee in the Plot? Diſcover 
Were not Calife's Aids in't? 
Mirt. No, on my Life; nor am! raplty- 
Ader. No: What Maygame's this? 
Didſt thou treat with me for thy Miſtreſs's Favours, 
To make Sale of thine own? 
Mirt. With her and you 
I have dealt faithful: Lou had her * 
With the Jewel I preſented ; ſhe receiv'd 
Your courteous Anſwer, and par'd herſelf 
To be remov'd by you : And —— 
You take Delight to hear what you have done, 
From my Simplicity, and make my Weakneſs 
The Subject of your Mirth, as it ſuits well 
With my Condition, I know you have her 
In your Poſſeſſion. 
Ador. How] Has the left her Mother's Houſe ? | 
Mt. You drive this Nail too far ; ; 
Indeed the deeply vow'd at her Departure 
To ſend ſome of your Lordſhip's Servants for me, 
(Though you were pleas'd to take the Pains beute) | 
That I might ſtill be near her, as a Shadow 
To follow her the Subſtance. 
Ador. She is gone then? N 
gs | Miri. 
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Mirt. This is too much; but, good my Lord, for- 
© ne, 
I come a Virgin hither to attend 
My noble Miſtreſs, though I muſt confeſs 
I jook with fore Eyes upon her good Fortune, 
And wiſh it were mine own. 
Aldor. Then as it ſeems 
You do yourſelf affect me? 
Mirt. Should ſhe hear me, 
And in her ſudden Fury kill me for't, 
I durſt not, Sir, deny it; ſince you are 
A Man ſo form'd, that not poor I alone, 
But all our Sex like me I think ſtand bound 
To be enamour'd of you. 
Ador. O my Fate 
How juſtly am I puniſh'd ! In thee puniſh'd_ 
For my defended Wantonneſs ? I that ſcorn d 
The Miſtreſs when ſhe ſought me, now I would 
Upon my Knees receive her, am become 
A Prey unto her Bondwoman, 
My Honour too 1 _ for this Purchaſe. 
Art thou one of tho 
Ambitious Serving-women, who contemning 
Th'Embraces of their Equals, aim to be 
The Wrong Way ladyfy'd by a Lord? Was there 
No forward Page or Footman in the City 
To do the Feat, that in thy Luſt I am choſen 
To be the Executioner ? Dar'ſt das hope 
I can deſcend fo low ? 
Mirt. Great Lords ſometimes _ 
For Change leave Calvert Salmon, and eat Sprats; 
In Modeſty I dare ſpeak no more. 
Cam. If *'twere 
A Fiſh-day, though you like it it not, I could lay 
have a Stomach, and would content myſelf 
With this pretty Whiting-mop. 
Acdor. Diſcover yet R 
How cam'ſt to * Hands. e 
F 2 = Mir. 
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Mirt. My Lady gone, 
Fear of her "Mother s Rage, ſhe being found abſent, 
Mov'd me to flie; and quitting of the Houſe, 
You were pleas'd unaſk d to comfort me, I us'd 
No Sorceries to bewitch you; then vouchſaf d 
(Thanks ever to the Darkneſs of the Night) 
To hug me in your Arms, and I had l 
My Breeding near the Court, had I refus'd it. 
Ador. This is ſtill more bitter; canſt thou guels 
to whom 
Thy Lady did commit herſelf ? 
irt. They were Horſemen, as you are. 
Ador. In the Name of Wonder, | 
How could they paſs the Port, where you ads 
My coming? 
Cam. Now I think upon 't, there came 
Three mounted by, and behind one a Woman 
Embracing faſt the Man that rode before her. 
Lient. 1 1 the Men, but ſhe was vail'd. 
Ador. What were they? | 
Lent. The firſt the Lord Durazz0, and the ſecond 
Your Rival, young Caldoro; it was he 
That carried the Wench behind him. 
Donat. The laſt a Servant that ſpur'd faſt i» em. 
Ador. Worſe and worſe | *twas ſhe ! | 
Too much Aſſurance of her Love undid me. 
Why did you nor ſtay 'em ? 
Donat. We had no ſuch Commiſſion. 
Camil. Or ſay we had? Who durſt lay Fi yg on 
The angry old Ruffian. 
Lent. For my Part I had rather 
Take a baited Bull by the Horns. 
Ader. You are ſure Friends 
Fora Man to build on. | 
Camil. They are not far off ra 
Their Horſes appeared ſpent too; let's take freſh ones, 
And coaſt the Country, ten to one we find 'em. 
Ador. I will not eat nor ſleep, until I have 'em. 
| pe, you ſhall along too. 


Miri. 
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Mirt. So you pleaſe,  - 
I may keep my Place behind you; Pl! ſir faſt, 
And fo with- you all the World der, 
Camil. A good Girl. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Monteclaro and C yp. 


Mont. Her Huſband Severino? 
Calyp. You may ſee 
Nis Handy-Work by my flat Face; no Bridge 
Left to ſupport my Organ. If I had one, 
The Comfort is, I am now ſecure from the Grincomes, 
I can looſe nothing that Way. 
Monte. Doſt thou not know 
What became of the Lady ? 
Calyp. A Noſe was enough to part with, 
] think, in the Service; I durſt ſtay no longer, 
But I am full aſſur'd the Houle is empty, 1 
Neither, poor Lady, Daughter, Servant left there : 
T only gueſs he hath forc'd em to go with him 
To the dangerous Foreſt where he lives like a King 
Among the Banditti, and how there he hath us'd them, 
Is more than to be fear'd. | 
Mont. I have play'd the F ool, : 
And kept myſelf too long conceal'd, ſans Queftion 
With the 1 of her Life. Leave me 


The King! 


Enter Alphonſo and Captain. 


Cahyp. The Surgeon mult be paid. 
Mont. Take that. 
Cal. I thank you, 
I have got enough by my Trade, and I will build 
An Hofpital only for noſeleſs Bawds, 
*E will ſpeak my Charity, and be myſelf 
The Governeſs of the Siſterhood. [Exit. 
Apb. I may forget this in your Vigilance hereafter ; 
But as I am a King, if you provoke me 
The ſecond time with Negligence of this Kind, 


You ſhall deeply ſmart for't. 
cy F | 3 | Mont, 
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Mont. The King's mov'd. 
Alph. To ſuffer a Murderer by us proſcrib'd, at 
his Pleaſure + 
To paſs and repaſs through our Guards 
Capt. Your Pardon 
For this, my gracious L.ord, binds me to be 
More circumſpect hereafter. 
Alph. Look you be ſo: 
Monſieur Laval, you were a Suitor to me 
For Severino's Pardon. 
Mont. I was ſo, my good Lord. 
Alph. You might have met him here to ) have 
thank” 
You for't, as now I underſtand. 
Mont. So it is rumour'd 
And hearing in the City of his Boldneſs, 
( would not ſay Contempt of your Decrees) 
As then I pleaded Mercy, (under Pardon) 
I now as much admire the Slowneſs of 
Your . though it force you to ſome Trouble, 
In fetching him in. 
Alph. I have conſider'd it. 
Mont. He hath of late, as tis ſuſpected, dies” 
An Outrage on his Wife, forgetting Nature 
To his own Daughter, in "whom: Sir, I have 
Some nearer Intereſt than I ſtand bound to 
In my Humanity, which I gladly would 
Make known unto your Highneſs. 
Alph. Go along, 
You ſhall have Opportunity as we walk : 
See you what I committed to your Charge, 
In Readineſs,” and without Noiſe. "gy | 
Capt. 1 ſhall, Sir. [Exeunt. 
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ACT v. ScENE IL 


Enter Claudio, and all the Banditti, making @ Guard : 
Severino and Jolante, with Oaken-leav'd Garlands 
and Singers. | 


Ere, as a Queen, ſhare i in my Severely: 
The Iron Toils pitch'd by the Law to take 
The Forfeiture of my Life, I have broke through, - 
And ſecure in the — of theſe few Subjects, 
Smile at Alphonſo's Fury, though I grieve for 
The fatal Cauſe in your good Brother's Loſs, 
That does compel me to this Courſe. 
Jol. Revive not 
A Sorrow long ſince dead, and fo diminiſh 
The full Fruition of thoſe Joys, which now 
I ſtand poſſefs'd of: Womaniſh Fear of Danger 
That may purſue us, I ſhake off, and with 
A maſculine Spirit, ban 1 
Sever. Tis well 1 1 50Y 108 
Jol. In you, Sir, | 
I livez and when, or by the Courſe of Nature, 
Or Violence you muſt fall, the End of my 
Devotions is, that one ad the ſame Hour 
May make us fit for Heaven. 
Sever. I join with you 
In my Votes that Way : But how, Falante, | 
Lou that have ſpent your paſt Days, ſlumbring in 
The Down of Quiet, can endure the Hardneſs 
And rough Condition of our preſent being, 
Does much diſturb me. : | 
F 4 Jel. 


Sever. 
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Nor ſhall ſuſpected Chaſtity ſtand in need here 
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Fol. Theſe Words, Severino E 
Shall more than ſeem to me a populous City; 
You being preſent, here are no Allurements 
To tempt my Frailty, nor the Converſation 
Of ſuch, whoſe choice Behaviour or Diſcourſe 
May nouriſh jealous Thoughts. 

Sever, True, Jolante, 


To be clear'd by Miracle. 
Jol. Still on that String 
It yields harſh Diſcord. 

Sever. I had forgot myſelf, 
And wiſh I might no more remember it. 
The Day wears, Sirs, without one Prize brought in 
As Tribute to your Queen. - Claudio, divide 
Our Squadron in ſmall Parties, let em watch 
All Paſſages, that none eſcape without 1 
The Payment of our Cuſtoms. 8 8 | 

Claud. Shall we bring in 3 1 85 N 
The Perſons with the Pillage ? 

Sever. By all Means, 
un en Reply about it, we'll retire 

[Exeunt Claudio and the reſt 

Into my Cave, and there at large diſcourſe 
Our Fortunes paſt, and ſtudy Pine apt Means 
To find our Daughter ; ſince ſhe well 1 of, 
Our Happineſs were e perfect. 8 


Jul 


7 Jol. T, heſe Weeds, Severino, 
Shall more than ſeem, &c. 


in the * part of King Herry VI. is a moſt beautiful Paſtage 
thar reſembles this, ths. vaſtly ſuperior, 


*Tis not the Land ] care for, wert thou hence ; 
A Wilderneſs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk had thy heavenly Company, 
For aubere thou art, there is the World itſelf * 
With cu'ry ſew'ral — in the World : 
Ant auler * art =, Deſelation. 
Act III. Scene vu. 


Tuo do you Service. 
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Jl. We muſt wait Ny 


With Patience Heaven's Pleaſure. 132 | 
Sever. *Tis my Purpoſe. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 14 


== Lentulo nd Camillo. 


Lek Let the Horſes graze, they are ſpent. | 
Cam. I am ſure I am ſleepy, and nodded as I rode: 
Here was a Jaunt I'th* Dark through thick and thin, 
And all to no Purpoſe: What a Dulneſs grows upon me. 

| Lent. I can hardly hold ope mine Eyes to ſay ſo. 
How did we loſe Adorio ? [They it 44 
Cam. He, Donato, and the Wench | 
That cleaves to him like Bird-Lime, took the 1 
Hand, 

But this Place is our Rendevou z. . 
Lent. No Matter, | e ©” 
We'll talk of that anon——Heigh ho, L Jeeps. 
Cam. He's faſt 8 | N 
Lentulo; I'll take a Nap too. [ [Steps. 


Enter Adorio, Mirtilla, and Donato. | 


Ador. Was ever Man fo croſt? ; 
Mirt. So bleſt : This is the fineſt Wild-gooſe Chace. 
Ador. What's that you mutter? 
Art. A ſhort Prayer, that you may find 
Your wiſh'd for Love, though I am loſt for ever. 
Donat. Pretty Fool, who have we here? 
Ador. This is Camillo. | 
AMirt. This Stgnior Lentulo. 
Ader. Wake em. 
Donat. They'll not ſtir, 
Their Eye · lids are glu'd, and mine too; by your F avour, 
I'll follow their Example. [ Lies down. 
Ador. Are you not weary ? 
Mirt. I know not what the Word means, while I travel 


Ador. 


— — — — — — — — m— 
— — — 


74 THE GUARDIAN, 
Ador. You expect to reap 
The Harveſt of your Flattery ; but your Hopes 
Will be blaſted, I affure you. 
Mirt. So you give Leave | 


To ſow it, as in me a Sign of Duty, 
Though you deny your Beams of gracious Fayour 


To ripen it, with Patience I ſhall ſuffer. 
Ador. No more; my Reſolution to find 
Caliſte, by what Accident loft, I know not, 
Binds me not to deny myſelf what Nature 
Exacteth from me. To walk alone a Foot 


(For my Horſe is tir'd) were Madneſs, I muſt ſleep; , 


You could lie down too. 
Mirt. Willingly ; ſo you pleaſe to uſe me. 
Acdor. Uſe thee? 
Mirt. As your Pillow, Sir, 
I dare preſume no farther, noble Sir. | 
Do not too much condemn me ; generous Feet, 
Spurn not a fawning Spaniel. 
Ador. Well! fit down. 
Mirt. I am ready, Sir, 
Ador. So nimble ! 
Mirt. Love is active 
Nor would I be a ſlow thing: Reſt ſecure, Sir, 
On my Maidenhead, I'Il not raviſh you. \ 
Ador. For once, 10 far I'll truſt you. 


(Lies down in ber as. 

Mirt. All the Joys of Reſt 
Dwell on your Eye-lids ; let no Dream diſturb 
Your foft and Gentle Slumbers. I cannot ſing, 
But PII talk you aſleep: And I beſeech you 
Be not offended, though I glory in 
My being thus employ'd; a Happineſs 
That ſtands for more than ample Satisfaction 
For all I have, or can endure. He ſnores; 
And does not hear me; would his Senſe of Feeling 
Were bound up too : I ſhould I am all Fire. 


Such Heaps of Treaſure offer'd as a Prey 


Would tempt a modeſt Thief; I can no longer 
= orbear. 


kJ) 


Forbear. III gently touch his Lips, and leave 
[ Kiſſes bin-. 

No Print of mine. Ah! I have heard of Nectar; 

But till now never taſted it: Theſe Rubies _ 

Are not clouded by my Breath. If once 

I ſteal, from ſuch a full Exchequer, Trifles 
I [ Noffes again, 

Will not be miſe'd, I am entranc'd : Our Fancy 

Some ſay, in Sleep works „ 1 will prove 


How far my [ Sleeps. 


Enter Durazzo. 


Durax. My Bones ach, 
I am exceeding cold too, I muſt ſeek out 
A more convenient Truckle-bed. Ha! Do J dream! 
No, no, I wake, Camilla, Lentulo, 
Donato this; and, as I liv e, Adorio _ 
In a handſome Wench's s Lap, a Whoreſon; you are 
The beſt accommodated, I will cal! | 
My Nephew, and his Miſtreſs to this Pageant, 
The Object may perhaps do more upon her, 
Than all Caldoro's Rhetoric. With what 
Security they ſleep ! ſure Mercury 
Hath travel'd this Way with his charming Rod. 
Nephew ! Caliſte! Madam | 


Enter Caldoro and Caliſte. 


Cald. Here, Sir, 
Is your Man return'd with Horſes i ? 
Durax. No, Boy, no; | 

But here are ſome you chought not of. 
Caliſt. Adorio ! | 
Duraz. The Idol that you nokioned. 
Caliſt. This Mirtilla ? I am made a Stale. | 
Duraz. I knew *rwould take. | [ Ade. 
Caliſt. Falſe Man! | 

But much more treacherous Woman, tis apparent, 

= They Jointly did conſpire againſt my W Th 


I 
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And credulous Simplicity, and have 
Prevail'd againſt it, 

Cald. P11 not kill em ſleeping ; | 
But if you pleaſe, il wake 'em firſt, and after 
Offer them as a fatal Sacrifice, to your juſt Anger. 

Duraz. Lou are a Fool, reſerve your Blood for bet. 

ter Uſes. | 

Caliſt. My fond Love is chang'd to an Extremity 

of Hate, | 
His very Sight is odious. . 

Duraz. I have thought of 
A pretty Puniſhment for him, and his Camrades, 

Then leave him to his Harlotry : If ſhe prove not 
Torture enough, hold me an Aſs. Their Horſes | 
Are not far off, Fl] cut the Girts and Bridles 
Then turn 'em into the Wood; if they can run I 
Let *em follow us as Footmen. Wilt thou fight 

For what's thine own already ? | 

Caliſt. In his Hat 

He wears a Jewel, which this faithleſs quia" 
As a Salary of her Luſt, deceiv'd me of; 
He ſhall not keep't to my Diſgrace, nor hon 1 
Stir till I have it. 
Duraz. I am not good at nimming; 
And yet that ſhall not hinder us, by your Lale Sir, 
*Tis Reſtitution. Pray you all bear Witneſs 
I do not ſteal it; here 'tis. 
| Caliſt. Take it not 
i As a Miſtreſs's Favour, but a oy Affirance 
I am your Wife. 
Cald. O Heaven ! 
Duraz. Pray i'th' Church. 
Let us away. Nephew, a Word : Have you not 
Been billing in the Brakes? Ha, and ſo deſerv'd 
This unexpected Favour. | 
Cald. You are pleaſant. 
[ Exeunt Durazzo, Caldoro and Califte, | 
Aller. As thou art a Gentleman, kill me not baſely, | 
Starts up; the reſt awake. 


Give me Leave to draw my Sword. Camwil. 
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Camil, Ha! What's the Matter? 
Lent. He talk'd of's Sword. 
Donat. I ſee no Enemy near us, 
That threatens Danger. 
Mirt. Sure 'twas but a Dream. | 
Ador. A fearful one, Methought Calders 8 l ä 
Was at my Throat, Caliſte frowning by, 
Commanding him, as he deſir'd her Favour, 
To ſtrike my Head off. | | 
Camil. Meer Imagination 
Of a diſturbed Fancy. 
Mirt. Here's your Hat, Sir, 
Ador. But where's my Jewel ? 
Camil. By all Likelihood loſt 
This troubleſome Night, 
Donat, I ſaw it when we came unto this Place." 
Mirt. I look'd upon't myſelf, when _ repos d. 
Ader. What is become of it? 
Reſtore | it, for thou haſt it; do not put x me 


To the Trouble to ſearch you. 


Mirt. Search me? 
Ader. You have been, 


Y Before your Lady gave you Entertainment, 


A Night-Walker in the Streets. 


Mirt. How, my good Lord ? 
Ador. Traded in picking Pockets, when tame Gulls 


Charm'd with your proſtituted Flarteries, 
Deign'd to embrace you. | 
Mirt. Love, give Place to Anger. 


Charge me with Theft, and proſtituted Baſeneſs ? 


Were you a Judge, nay more, the King; thus urg'd, 


Io your Teeth L would lay, *tis falle. 


Ador. This will not do. 
Camil. Deliver it in private. 
Mirt. You ſhall be 
In public hang'd firſt, and the whole Gang of ycu. 
I ſteal what I preſented? | 
Lent. Do not ſtrive. 


_ 4arr. 


. 
po . vs » © rg . __ 2 — — ——— 
5 nar : — 7 2 pre : . _ 
* y 1 


—— 


7 
3 r — n N 
—— A {8 N e CN CORE = rr 
— bouny _— — — 2 — 3 — 


3 _ THE GUARDIAN. 


Ader. Though thou haſt ſwallow d it, I'll rip thy | 
Entrails, 4 


But I'll recover it. 


Mirt. Help, help! 

Ador. A new Plot. 
Enter Claudio, and ito Banditti, preſenting their Piſtols. 
Claud. Forbear, libidinous Monſters z if you offer 
The leaſt Reſiſtance, you are dead ; if one 
But lay his Hand upon his Sword, hoot all. 

e. Let us fight for what 1 we have, and if you can 
Win it, enjoy it. 

Claud. We come not to try 
Your Valour, but for your Money; throw down your 

Sword, 

Or I'll begin with you: So if you will 
Walk quietly without Bonds, you may, if not 
We'll torce you ; thou ſhalt have no Wrong, 


But Juſtice againſt theſe. 


1 Bandit. Weill teach you, Sir, 
To meddle with Wenches in our Walks. 
2 Bandit. It being againſt our Canons. 
Camil. Whither will you lead us? 
Claud. You ſhall know that hereafter : Guard 'em 
ſure. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Alphonſo, Monteclaro, Captain: 


Alpho. Are all the Paſſages ſtop'd 
Cap. And ſtrongly man'd ; 
They muſt uſe Wings, and fly, if they eſtas us, 
Monte. But why, great Sir, you ſhould * your 
Perſon 
To ſuch apparent Danger, when you may 
Have 'em brought bound before ot is beyond 
My Apprehenſion. 
Alpbo. I am better arm'd 


Than you ſuppoſe ; beſides it is confirm 'd | 
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By all that have been robb'd, ſince Severino | 
Commanded theſe Banditti ; though it be 
Unuſual in Lacy, imitating {1 

The courteous Engliſh Thieves, for ſo they call * emy 
They have not done one Murther : I muſt add too 
That from a ſtrange Relation I have heard 
Of Severino's Juſtice, in dif poling 
The Preys brought in, I — he an Eye · Witneſs 
Of what I take up now but on Report: 1 
And therefore tis my Pleaſure that we ſhould 
As ſoon as they encounter us, without 
A Shew of Oppoſition, yield. 

Mont. Your Will 
Is not to be diſputed. 

Alph. You have plac'd 
Your Ambuſh ſo, that, if there he Occaſion, 
They ſuddenly may _ in. 

Capt. My Life upon't. 

Apb. We cannot travel far, but we ſhall meet 
With ſome of theſe uh Fellows ; and be ſure 
You do as I command 

Mont. Without Fear, Sir. [ Exennt. 


SCENE Iv. 


| Enter Severino and Jolante. 


Sev. *Tis true. I did command Caliſte ſhould not- 
Without my Knowledge and Conſent, aſſiſted 
By your Advice, be married; but your 
Reſtraint, as you deliver it, denyin 
A grown up Maid the modeſt Converſation 
Of Men, and warrantable Pleaſures, reliſh'd 
Of too much Rigour, which no Doubt hath driven her 
To take ſome deſperate Courſe. 
Jol. What then I did 
Was in my Care thought beſt. 
Sever. So I coneeive it; 
But where was your Diſcretion to forbid 
Acceſs and fit 3 when you knew 7 
er 
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Her Suitors noble, either of which I would 

Have wiſh'd my Son-in-L.aw ? Adorio, | 
However wild, a young Man of good Parts, 

But better Fortunes : His Competitor 

Caldoro, for his Sweetneſs of Behaviour, 

Staidneſs, and Temperance, holding the firſt Place 
Among the Gallants moſt obſerv'd in Naples yl 


His own Revenues of a large Extent, 


But in the Expectation of his:Uncle's 
And Guatdian's Eftates, by the Courſe 


Of Nature to deſcend on him, a Match 


For the beſt Subject's Blood, I except none, 
Of Eminence in Tah. 

Fol. Your Wiſhes, 
Howe'er a while delay'd, are not, I hope, 
Impoſſidilities. | 

Sev. Though it prove ſo, 

Yet *tis not good to give a Check to F ortune 

When ſhe comes fmiling to us. — 

Hark, this Cornet [Cornet within, 
Aſſures us of a Prize; there kit in | State, 

*Lis thy firſt Tribute. | 

Fol. Would we might enjoy 
Our own as Subjects. 

Sev. What's got by the Sword, 

Is better than Inheritance : All thoſe Kingdoms 
Subdu'd by Alexander, were by Force extorted, 9 7 
Though gilded o' er with glorious Stiles of Conqueſt; [ 


His Victories but royal Robberies, 


And his true Definition a Thief ; ; 
When circled with huge Navies to the Terror 


Of ſuch as plough'd the Ocean, as the Pirate, 


Who from a narrow Creek puts off for Prey 
In a ſmall Pinnace. From a ſecond Place 


New Spoil brought in. From a third Ann 1 brave | 
This ſhall be regiſter'd a Day of Triumph - 


Deſign'd by Fate to honour thee.——— 


Welcome, Claudio, 


Good Booty, ha ? 
5 Enter 
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Euter Claudio, Banditti, Adorio, Lentulo, Donato 
Camillo, Mirtilla, at ene Door; Banditti, Durazzo, 

Caldoro, Caliſte, at another ; Alphonſo, Monte- 
claro, Captain, and Banditti, 


Claud. Their Outſides promiſe ſo, 
But yet they have not made Diſcove 
Of what they ſtand poſſeſt of. 
Sev. Welcome all, 
Good Boys; you have done Fs if no Blood 
Be ſhed in the Service. 
I Band. On our Lives, no Drop, Sir. 
Sev. Tis to my Wiſh. 

Jol. My Lord! 

Sev. No more; I know 'em. 

Jol. My Daughter and her Woman too 

Sev. Conceal your Joys. 

Duraz. Fallen in the Devil's Mouth. 

Caliſt. My Father, 

And Mother! To what Fate am I reſerv'd? 

Cald. Continue maſk'd ; or grant that you be known, 
From whom can you expect a gentle Sentence, 

If you deſpair a Father's? 

Ador. Now I perceive | 
Which Way I loſt my Jewel. 

Mirt. I rejoice 
I am clear'd from Theit ; you have done me Wrong, 
But I unaſk'd forgive you. 

Duraz. Tis ſome Comfort yet; | 
The Rivals, Men and Women, F riends and F oes, are 
Together in one Toil. 

Sev. You all look pale, 

And by your private Whiſperings and ſoft Murmurs, 

Expreſs a general Fear : Pray you ſhake it off; 

For underſtand you are not fall'n into 

The Hands of a Buſiris or a Cacus, 

Delighted more in Blood than Spoil ; but given up 

To the Power of an unfortunate Gentleman, 

Not born to theſe low Courſes, howlſloe'er f 
Voi. = 208 My 
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My Fate, and juſt Diſpleaſure of the King 


Deſign'd me to it: You need not to doubt 
A ſad Captivity here, and much leſs fear 
For Profit to be ſold for Slaves, then mor d 
Into another Country. In a Word, 


Lou know the proſcrib'd Severino, he 


Not unacquainted, but familiar with 
The moſt of you. Want in myſelf I know not; 
But for the Pay of theſe my Squires, who eat 
Their Bread with Danger purchas'd, and muſt be 
With other's Fleeces cloth'd, or live expos'd 
To the Summer's ſcorching Heat and Winter's Cold ; 
To theſe before you be compell'd (a Word 
I ſpeak with much Unwillingneſs) deliver 
Such Coin as you are furniſh'd with. 
Duraz. A fine Method! 
This is neither begging, borrowing, nor = AR | 
Yet it hath a Twang of all of them. But one Word, Sir. 
Sever. Your Pleaſure. 
Duraz. When we have thrown down | our Muck, 
What follows? 
Sever. Liberty, with a ſafe Convoy, 
To any Place you chuſe. 
Duraz. By this hand you are 
A fair Fraternity; for once I'Il be 
The firſt Example to relieve your Covent. 
There's a thouſand Crowns, my Vintage, Harveſt, | 
Profits, 
Ariſing from my Herds, bound in one Bag, 
Share it among you. 
Sever. You : are ftill the , 
And good Durazzo. 
Duraz. To the Offering; nay, | 
No hanging an Arſe, this is their wedding. Day 
What you muſt do Spite of your Hearts, do freely 
For your own Sakes. . 
Camil. There's mine, 
Leut. Mine. 
Donat. All that I have. 


Cald. 
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Cald. This to preſerve my Jewel. | 
| They all throw down their Purſes. 
Ador. Which 1 challenge: 
Let me have Juſtice, for my Coin J care not. 
Mont. I will not weep for mine. 
Capt. Would it were more. 
Sev. Nay, you are riviledgd; but why, old F ather; 
Art thou ſo flow ? Thou haſt one Foot in the Grave; 


And, if Deſire of Gold do not increaſe _ 


With thy expiring Leaſe of Life, thou ſhould | 
Be forwardeſt. 
 Alph. In what concerns myſelf, 
do acknowledge it, and I ſhould lie, 
A Vice I have deteſted from my Youth) 
If I deny'd my preſent Store, ſince what 
I have about me now weighs down in Value 
Almoſt a hundred-fold, whatever theſe 
Have laid before you : See I do groan under 
The Burchen of my Treaſure : Nay, *tis Gold, . 
[Throws down three Bari. 
And if your Hunger of it be not ſated 
With what already I have ſewn unto you, 
Here's that ſhall glut it. In this Caſket are 
Ineſtimable Jewels, Diamonds 
Of ſuch a piercing Luſtre as ſtruck blind 
Th' amazed Lapidary, while he laboar'd [Opens the 
To honour his own Art in ſetting 'em. Caſter. 
Some orient Pearls too, which the Queen of Spain 
Might wear as Far-Rings, in Remembrance of 
The Day that ſhe was crown'd. 
Sever. The Spoils, I think 
Of both the Indies. | 
Duraz. The great Sultan's poor, 
If parallePd with this Cræſus. 
Sever, Why doſt thou weep ? 
Alph. From a moſt fit Conſideration of 


My poverty; this, tho reſtor'd, will not 


rve my Occaſions. 


Sever. Impoſſible! 4 2 
"© | Duras. 
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Duraz. May be 
He would buy his Paſsport up to Heaven, 
And then this is too little, * in the Journey 
It were a good Viaticum. | 
Ab. I would make it | 
A Means to help me thither : Not to wrong you 
With tedious Expectation, Pl] diſcover 
What my Wants are, and yield my Reaſons for *em: 
I have two Sons, Twins, the true Images 
Of what I was at their Years ; never Father 
Had fairer or more promiſing Hopes in his 
Poſterity : But, alas, theſe Sons ambitious 
Of glittering Honour, and an After-Name, 
Atchiev'd by glorious, and yet pious Actions, 
(For ſuch were their Intentions) put to Sea: 
They had a well rigg'd Bottom, fully mann'd, 
An old experienc'd Maſter, luſty Sailors, 
Stout Landmen, ang what's ſomething more than rare, 
They did agree, had one Deſign, and that was 
In Charity to redeem the Chriſtian Slaves, 
Chain'd in the Turkiſh Servitude, 
Sever. A brave Aim. 
Duraz. A moſt heroic Enterprize ; ; 1 gui 
To hear how they ſucceeded. 
Alph. Proſperouſly, | 
Ar firſt, and to their Wiſhes : divers Gallies 
They boarded, and ſome ſtrong Forts near the Shore 
They ſuddenly ſurprized; a thouſand Captrves, 
Redeem'd from th' Oar, paid their glad Vows and 
Pray':s | 
For their Deliv'rance; their Ends acquir'd, 
And making homeward in triumphant Manner 50 
(For ſure the Cauſe deſerv'd it.) 
Duraz. Pray you end here; 
The beſt, I fear, is told, and that which follows 
Muſt conclude ill. 
Alph. Your Fears are true, and yet 
I muſt with Grief relate it. Prodigal Fame 
In every Place with her loud Trump proclaiming 


The 
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The Greatneſs of the Action; the Pirates 
Of Tunis and Algzers laid Wait for em 
A; chi Return: To tell you what Reſiſtance 
ey made, and how my poor Sons fought, would but 
Increaſe my Sorrow, and perhaps grieve you 
To hear it paſſionately deſcrib'd unto you. 
In Brief, they were taken, and for the great Los 
The Enemy did ſuſtain, their Vitory 
Being with much Blood bought, they do e | 
The heavieſt Captivity, wretched Men 
Did ever ſuffer, . O my Sons! My Sons! 
To me for ever loſt ? Loſt, loſt for ever! _ 
Sever. Will not theſe Heaps of Gold, added to chine, 
Suffice for Ranſom ? 
Alph. Far my Sons it would; 
But they refuſe their Liberty, if all 
That were engaged with them, have not their Irons 
With theirs ſtruck off, and ſet at liberty with chem, 
Which theſe Heaps cannot purchaſe. 
Sever. Ha! The Toughneſs 
Of my Heart melts! Be  comfidrted; old Father; 
I have ſome hidden Treaſure, and if all - 
I and my *Squires theſe three Years have laid us, 
Can make the Sum up, freely take it. . 
Duraz, I'll fell 
. Myſelf to my Shirt, Lands, Moveables, * thou 
Shalt part with thine too, Nephew, rather than 
Such brave Men ſhall live Slaves. 
2 Bandit, We will not yield to't, 
3 Bandit. Nor loſe our Parts. | 
Sever, How's this? ; 
2 Bandit. Yau are fitter far 
To be a Churchman, than to have Command 
Over Good- Fellows. 
Sever. Thus I ever uſe { Strikes dem down. 
Such ſaucy Raſcals ; ſecond me, Claudio. 
Rebellious, do you grumble ? I'll not leave 
One Rogue of 'em alive, 
Alph. "Hold, give the Sign, [Ile diſcovers himſelf. 
G- * | All. 
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Al]. The King. 
Sever. Then Fam loſt. + 
Claud. The Woods are full 
Of armed Men. 
Alph. No Hope of your Eſcape 
Can flatter you. 
Sever. Mercy, dread Sir. 
Alph. Thy Carriage 
In this unlawful Courſe appears ſo pits 
Eſpecially in this laſt Trial, which 
J put upon you, that I wiſh the Mercy 
You kneel in vain for, might fall gently on you, 
But when the holy Oil was pour'd upon 
My Head, and 1 anointed King, I ſwore 
Never to pardon Murder. I could wink at 
Your Robberies, though our Laws call *em Death; 
But to diſpenſe with Monteclaro's Blood 
Would ill become a King; in him I loſt 
A worthy Subject, and muſt take from you 
A ſtrict Account oft. Tis in vain to move, 
My Doom's irrevocable. R's 
Mont. Not, dread Sir, 
If Monteclaro live. 
Alph. If? good Laval? 147 
Mont. He lives in him, Sir that you PO Laval, 
Three Years have not ſo alter'd me but you may 
Remember Monteclaro. 
 Daraz. How 
Fel. My Brother! 
Caliſt. Uncle! 
Mont. Give me Leave: I was 
Left dead in the Field, but by the Duke pee 
(Now General at Milain taken up, 
And with much Care recover'd. 
Alpb. Why liv'd you 
So long conceald ? 
Mont. Contounded with the Wrong 
I did my Brother, in provoking him 
To fight, I ſpent the Time in France that I 
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Wes abſent from the Court, making my Exile 
The guniſhment impos'd upon myſelf 
For my Offence. 
Fel. "Nw Sir, I dare confeſs all, 

This was the Gueſt invited to the Banquet, | 
Thar drew on your Suſpicion. | 

Sever. Your Intent, 

Though it was ill in you, I do forgive, 
The reſt I'II hear at Leiſure. Sir, your Sentence. 
Ab. It is a general Pardon unto all, | 

Upon my Hopes in your fair Lives hereafter, 


You will deſerve it. 


Sever. Claud. c. Long live great Alphonſo. 
Duraz. Your Mercy ſhewn in this, now, if you 
pleaſe, 
Decide theſe Lovers Difference, 
Alph. That is eaſy. 
Pl] put it to the Womens Choice, the Men 
Conſenting to it. 
Caliſt. Here I fix then, never to be remoy d. 
Cald. Tis my Nil ultra, Sir. 
Mirt. O that I had the Happineſs to ſay 
So much to you. I dare maintain my Love 
Is equal to my Lady's. 
Ador. But my Mind | 
A Pitch above yours. Marry with a Servant 
Of no Deſcent or Fortune. 
Sever. You are deceiv'd. 
Howe'er ſhe has been train'd up as a Servant, 
She is the Daughter of a noble Captain, 
Who, in his Voyage to the Perſian Gulph, 
Periſh'd by Shipwreck ; one I dearly lov'd. 
He to my Care intruſted her, having taken 
My Word, if he return'd not like himſelf, 
I never ſhould diſcover what ſhe was ; 
But it being for her Good, I will diſpenſe with it. 
So much, Sir, for her Blood. Now for her Portion. 
So dear I hold the Memory of my Friend, 


It ſhall rank with my Daughter's. | 
G. 4 | Ador. 
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Ador. This made good, 

I will not be perverſe. 
Duraz. With a Kiſs confirm it. 
Ader. I ſign all Concord here, but muſt to you, Sir, | 

For Reparation of my wounded Honour, 

The Juſtice of the King conſenting to Us 

Denounce a lawful War. 

Alph. This in our Preſence. | 
Ador. The Cauſe, dread Sir, commands it: T hough 
your Edicts 

Call private Combats, Murders, rather than + 

Sit down with a Diſgrace, ariſing from 1 

A Blow ; the Bonds of my Obedience ſhook of,” 

TV right myſelf. 

Cald. I do confeſs the Wrong, 

Forgettiog the Occaſion, and deſire 

Remiſſion from you, and upon ſuch Terms 

As by his ſacred Majeſty ſhall be Judg'd 

Equal on both Parts. | 
Ador. I deſire no more. | 
Alph. All then are pleas'd. It is the Glory of 

A King to make, and keep his Subjects happy ; 

For us, we do approve the Roman Maxim, 

To ſave one Citizen is a "greater Prize : 

Than to have kill'd in War ten Enemies. [EExeunt. 


SONG 


2055 Hoek 109 CODON: 
8 O N 6 2 


Between Juxo and Ho; 


J U NO to 50 BID E. 


ENTER a Maid ; but made a Bride, 
— Be bold, and freely taſte 
The Marriage Banquet, ne er deny'd . 
To ſuch as fit down chaſte. | 
Though he unlooſe thy Virgin Zone, 
Preſum'd againſt thy Will; 
Thoſe Foys reſerv'd to him alone, 
Thou art a Virgin ſtill. 


' HYMEN to the BRIDECROOM. 


Hail, Bridezroom, bail ! Thy Choice thus made, 
As thou wou. have her true, © 
Thou muſt give o'er thy wanton Trade 
And bid looſe Fires adieu: _ 
That Huſband who would have bis Wi fe 
To him continue chaſte, 
In her Embraces ſpends his Life, 
And makes abroad no N. afte. 


HYMEN and JUNO, 


| Sport then like Turtles, and bring forth 
Such Pledges as may be 
Aſſuraace of the Father's Worth, 
And Mother's Purity. | 


Juno doth bleſs the nuptial Bed, 


Thus HyMEN's Torches burn. 
Live long, and may, when both are dead, 
Your _=_ fill one acer 


II. SONG 


II. SONG 
Bateiame of the Foreſt's Queen. 


ELCOME . orice "Fog to this ſhady Green, 
Our long- wid d CVNTHIA, the Foreſt's Rueen, 
| 2 be Trees begin to bud, the glad Birds Ang, 
In Winter chang d by ber into the Spring. 
Mie know no Night, 
Perpetual Light Þ 
Datons from your He. 7 

You being near, 8 | 
We cannot fear, 
9 Though Death flood by. 
From on our Swords take Edge, our Hearts grow bold, 
From you in Fee, their Lives your Liegemen hold. 
7. beſe Groves your Kingdom, and our Law your Will; 
Smale, and we ſpare, but if you frown, we kill. 

Bleſs then the Hour 1 

That gives the Pow'r | 

In wwhich you may, 

At Bed and Board, 

Embracc your Lord 

Both Night and Day. 

Welcome, thrice welcome to this ſhady Green, 
Our the tac CynTHIA, the 2 s Queen. 


EPILOGUE. 
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| 7 AM left to enquire, then to relate 

.” TJ * doubtful Author, at what Rate 
His Merchandiſe are valu'd. If they prove © 
Staple Commodities in your Grace and Love, 
To this laſt Birth of his Minzrva, he 
Vows, and we do believe him ſeriouſly, 

Sloth caft off, and all Pleaſures elſe declin'd, 
He'll ſearch with his beft Care, until be find © 
Neu Ways, and make good in Some labour d Song, 
Though he grow old, Apoll Lo flill is young. 
Cheriſh his good Intentions, and declare 

By any Sign of Favour, that you are 

Well pleas'd, and with a general Conſent, 

And be defires no more Encouragement. 
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Very Woman: 
O R, THE 


PRINCE of TARENT, 
5 
TRAGI- COME DV. 


As it hath been often acted at the Private Eouſe, in 
Blacł-Friars, by his late MAE S T 's Servants, 
with great Applauſe. 1655. 
WRA IT TEN BI 


PHILIP MAS SINGER. Gent. 
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E ſuch, and ſome there aye, no NQueſtion how! 
Who, happy in their Memories, do bear 

This Subjects, long ſince acted, and can ſay, 

Truly, we have ſeen Something like this Play. 

Our Author, with becoming Modeſty, 

(For in this Kind he ne er was bold) by me, 

In his Defence thus anſwers, By Command 

He undertook this Taſk, nor could it ſtand 

With his Love Fortune to refuſe to do 

What by his Patron he was calld unto : 

For whoſe Delight and yours, we hope, with Care 

He hath review'd it ; and with him we dare 

Maintain to any Man, that did allow 

"Twas good before, it is much better'd now, 

Nor is it, ſure, againſt the Proclamation 

To raiſe new Piles upon an old Foundation. 


So much to them deliver d ; to the reſt, 


To whom each Scene is freſh, he doth proteſt 
Should his Muſe fail now a fair Flight to make; 
He cannot fancy what will Pleaſe or take. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


< 


Viceroy of SiciLy. 


PeDRoO.: his Son. 
Duke of MESSINA. 


Don MarTino 3 his Son, 


Don Joan AnTon1o, Prince of TALENT: | 
Doctor Paulo, a PRHVYSICIAN. . 


 CUCcUuLo, a SICILIAN. 


Apothecary. 
Citizen. 


Maſter. 

Man. 

Captain. 

Page. 

Servants. 

Slaves. 

Moors. | 

Pyrates. | * MW 5 
Guard. n 


AL MIRA, the Viceroy's Daughter. 
LEONMORA, Duke of Mrssina's Niece. 


Book Ach, Wife to Cucuro. 


Two Women. 


"The Scene S1cerLy. 


VERY WOMAN. 


„ 3 * Oy Sh, « 
”,. 


ll. — 


ACT Sean 


Enter Pedro and Leonora. 


Ped. 8 * worthieſt Miſtreſs! this Day cannot 
. ; | 

13 1 © But proſperous to Pedro, that begins 
PD With this ſo wiſh'd encounter. 

Teo. Only, Servant, 1 Ti” 
To give you Thanks in your own courtly Language, 

Would argue me more ceremonious © 

Than heartily affected; and you are 

Too well aſſured, or I am miſerable, 

Our equal Loves have kept one Rank too long 

To ſtand at Diſtance now. 9 50 
Ped. You make me happy | 

In this ſo wiſe Reproof, which I receive 

As a chaſte Favour from you, and will ever 

Hold ſuch a ſtrong Command over my Deſires, 

That though my Blood turn Rebel to my Reaſon, - | 
Vol. IV. e r nen 
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I never ſhall preſume to ſeek ought from you, 
But what (your Honour fate) you well may grant me, 
And . fign the Warrant. 

Leo. Your Love to me 3 
So fimited, will till preſerve your Miſtreſs 
Wort her Servant, and in your Reſtraint 
Of loote Affections, bind me taſter to you: 
But there will bela Time when we may welcome 
Thoſe wiſh'd for Pleaſures, as Heav*n's greateſt Bleſſings; 
When that che Viceroy, your moſt noble F ather, 
And the Duke my Uncle, and to that, my Guardian, 
Shall by their free Conſent confirm them lawful. 

Ped. You ever ſhall direct, and r you: 
Is my Siſter ſtirring yet? 

Leo. Long ſince. 

Ped. Some Buſineſs 
Wich her, join'd to my Service to yourſelf, | 
Hath brought mehither ; pray you vouchſate the Favour 
Tacquaint her with ſo much. | 

Leo. I am prevented. 


Enter Almira and Foo Homen. : 


Alm. Do the reſt here; my Cabinet is too hot: 
This Room is cooler Brother 

Ped. Morrow Siſter : 

Da I not come unſeaſonably? 

Alm. Why, good Brother ? 

Ped. Becauſe you are not yet fully made up, 
Nor fic for Viſitation. There are Ladies 
And great Ones, that will hardly grant Acceſs, 
On any Terms, to their own Farhers, as 
They are themſelves, nor willingly be ſeen 
Before they have aſk'd Counſel of their Doctor , 
How the Ceruſe will appear, newly laid on p | 
When they aſk: Blefing. ] 

Aim. Such, indeed, there are I 
That wovld be ſtill young, in Deſpite of Time, E 
That in the wrinkled Winer of their Age 


Would 
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Would force a ſeeming April of freſh Beauty, | 
As if it were within the Power of Art 
To frame a ſecond Nature : But for me, 

And for your Miſtreſs, I dare ſay as much; 

The Faces, and the Teeth, you ſee, we ſlept with. 
Ped. Which is not frequent, ſiſter, with ſome Ladies. 
Alm. You ſpy no Sign of any Night- maſk here; 

(Tie on my Carkanet *) nor does your Noſtril 

Take in the Scent of ſtrong Perfumes, to ſtifle 

The Sourneſs of our Breaths as we are faſting : 

You're in a Lady's Chamber, gentle Brother, | 

And not in your Apothecary's Shop. 

We uſe the Women, Wu perceive, that ſerve us, 

Like Servants, not like ſuch as do create us. 

Faith, ſearch our Pockets, and, if you find there 

Comfits of Ambergreale to _ our Ki ſſes, 

Conclude us faulty. 

Ped. You are pleaſant, Siſter: 
And I am glad to find you ſo 3 
You will the better hear me. 
Alm. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Ped. J am entreated by the Prince of 7 arent 
Don Jobn Antonio. 
Alm. Would you would chooſe 
Some other Subject. 
Ped. Pray you, give me leave ; 

For his Deſires are fit for you to hear, 

As for me to prefer. This Prince of Tarent 

(Let it not wrong him, that I call him Friend) 

Finding your Choice of Don Cardenes lik d of 

By both, your Fathers, and his Hopes cut off, 

Reſol ves to leave Palermo. 

Aim. He does well : 

T hat I hear gladly. LD 

Ded. How this Prince came hither, 

How bravely furniſhed, how attended on, y 

How he hath borne imad here, with what Charge 

He hath continued, his Magnificence 


1 Carkanect, a Bracelet or Necklace. 
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Ja coſtly Banquets, curious Maſques, rare Preſents | 
And of all Sorts, you cannot bur remember, 

Alm. Give me my Gloves. 

Ped. Now, for Reward of all 
His coſt, his Travel, and his duteous Service, 
He does intreat that you will pleaſe he may 
Take his Leave of you, and receive the Favour | 
Of kiſſing of your Hands. 

Alm. You are his Friend, | 
And ſhall diſcharge the Part of oneto tell him 
That he may ſpare the Trouble - ] deſire not 
To fee, or hear more of him. | 

Ped. Yer, grant this, 

Which a meer Stranger i in the way of Courtſhip | 
Might challenge from you, 

Alm. And obtain it ſooner. 

Ped. One Reaſon for this would do well. 

Alm. My Will © 
Shall now ſtand for a thaukad. Shall Iloſe 
The Priviledge of my Sex, which is my Will, 

To yield a Reaſon like a Man ? or you, 

Deny your Siſter that which all true Women 
Clair as their firſt Prerogative, which Nature 
Gave to them for a Law! ? and ſhould 1 break it, 
I were no more a Woman. 

Ped. Sure a good one 
You cannot be, if you put off that Virtue 
Which beſt adorns a good one, Courteſy 
And affable Behaviour. Do hot flatter 
Yourſelf with the Opinion that your Birth, 
Your Beauty, or whatever falſe Ground elfe 
You raiſe your Pride upon, will ſtand againſt 

-— TheCenſure of juſt Men. | 
Alm. Why let it fall then; 
I ſtill hall be unmov'd. 
Teo. And, pray you, be you fo. 
| Alm. What Jewel's that? | 
Wom. That which the Prince of 7 1 2 
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Am. Left here, 
And you receiv'd without my Knowledge; 
I've Uſe of 't now. Does che Page wait without, 
My Lord Cardenes ſent t'enquire my Health? 
Vom. Yes, Madam. 
Alm. Give it him, and with it pray him 
To return my Service to his Lord, and mine. 
Ped. Will you fo undervalue one that has 
So truly lov'd you, to beſtow the Pledge 
Of his Affection (being a Prince) 12 
The Servant of his Rival? 
Leo. Tis not well. | 
Faith, wear it Lady? ſend Gold to the Sins ; 
Twill pleaſe him better. | 
Alm. Do as I command you, 
I will keep nothing that may put me in mind! 
Don John Antinid e ever lov'd, or was, 
Being wholly now Cardenes. 
Ped. In another 
This were meer Barbariſm, Siſter, and in you 
(For l' not ſooth 1 at che beſt, 'tis Rudeneſs. 
Alm. Rudeneſs? 
Ped. Yes, Rudeneſs, and, . 8 worſe, the Want 
Of civil Manners, nay, Ingratitude 5 
Unto the many and ſo fair Deſervings 35 
Of Don Antonio. Does this expreſs 
Your Breeding in the Court, or that you call 
The Viceroy Father ? A poor Peaſant's Daughter 
That ne'er had Converſation but with Beaſts 2 
(Or Men bred like them) would not ſo far ſhame 
Her Education. 
Alm. Pray.you, leave my Chobe. 
I know you for a Brother, not a Tutor. 
Leo. You are too violent, Madam. 
Alm. Were my Father | 
Here to command me, (as you take upon you 
Almoſt to play his Part) I would refuſe it. 
| Where I love, I profeſs it; where 1 hate, 


In every Circumſtance I dare proclaim it : | 
1 Of 


— W 1 
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Of all that wear the Shapes of Men, I loath 
That Prince you plead for; no Antipathy * 


Berween Things moſt averſe in Nature, hold 
A ſtronger Enmity than his with mane : 


With which reſt ſatisfied : — if nor, m_ Anger 


May wrong yourſelf, not me. 
Leo. My Lord Cardenes / 


Ped. Go; in ſoft Terms Sf you perſiſt this you 


Will be one 
Alm. What one? pray you, out with it. 


Ped. Why, one that I ſhall wiſh a Sanger to we. 


That I — curſe you: but 


Enter Martino: 


Mar. Whence grows this Heat? 


Ped. Be yet advis'd, and entertain him fairly, 


(For I will ſend him to you) or no more 
Know me a Brother. | 
Alm. As you pleaſe. 
Ped. Good Morrow. 


Mar. Good Morrow! and part thus : ? you. ſeem 


mov'd too: 


What deſperate Fool durſt raiſe a Tempeſt Day 8 2 


To ſink himſelf? | 
Alm. Good Sir, have 3 r1 1 


The Cauſe (though I confeſs I am not W 


No way deſerves your Anger. 
Mar. Not mine, Madam? 
As if the leaſt Offence could point at you, 


And I not feel it: As you have vouchſaf'd me 


The Promiſe of your Heart, conceal it nat, 
W homſoever it concerns. 


e No eee 
Between Things moſt averſe, &c. 
80 Shabyfpear 3 in King Lear, 
No Contraries hold more Antipathy, 
Than I. and ſuch a Knave . 
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Alm. Is is not worth | 


So ſerious an Enquiry: My kind Brother 
Had a Deſire to learn me ſome new Courtſhip 


Which I diſtaſted, that was all. 


Mar. Your Brother 

In being yours, with more Security 

He might provoke you; yet, if he hath paſt 
A Brother's Bounds — 

Leo. What then, my Lord? 2 

Mar. Believe it, 
Pi} call him to Accompt for*t. 
Leo. Tell him lo. 
Alm. No more. 
Leo. Yes, thus much; thuogh my Modeſty 
Be call'd in Queſtion for it, in his Abfence 
I will defend him: He hath ſaid nor done 
But what Don Pedro well might fay. or do. 
Mark me, Don Pedro! in which underſtand 
As worthy, and as well as can be hop'd for 
Of thoſe that love him beſt, from Dou Condenchs 

Mar. Fhis to me, Conlin 2 2 

Alm. You forget yourſelf. 

Leo. No, nor the Cauſe (in . you did fo Lady) 
Which i is fo juſt, that it n no TT" 4 TR 
On Pedro's Part. | 

Alm. What mean you? 

Teo. I dare fpeak it, 

If you dare hearfit, Sir: He did perſuade 

Amira, your Almira, to vouchſafe 

Some little Conßerence with the Prince of Tarent 
Before he left the Court; and, that the World 
Might take ſome Notice, though he proſper'd not 
In his fo lov'd Deſigu, be was not fcorn'd, 

He did deſire the kiſſing of her Hand, | 

And then to leave her this was much: 

Mar. Twas more 
Than ſhould have been urg'd by kim, well deny 'd 
On your Part, Madam, and I thank you for t. 
Antonio had his Anſwer, I your Grant; 3 | 
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And * your Brother ſhould prepare for him 

An after Interview, or pri vate Barden | 

I can find little Reaſon. | 
Leo. None at all, 

Why you ſhould be diſpleaſed with't, 

Mar. His Reſpect 
To me, as things now are, ſhould have weigh'd down 
His former Friendſhip—'twas done indiſcreetly, 

TI would be loth to ſay maliciouſly, | 

To build up the demoliſh'd Hopes of him 

That was my Rival. What had he to do 

(If he view not my Happineſs in your _ 

With wounded Eyes) to take upon himfelF 

An Office ſo diſtaſtefu ? 

Leo. You may aſk Te | i962 
As well, what any Gentleman has to do 
With civil Courteſy. : 

Alm. Or you with that, 1 
Which at no Part concerns you. Good my Lord 
Reſt ſatisfied, that I ſaw him not, nor will : 

And that nor Father, Brother, nor the World 

Can work me unto any thing, but what 

You give Allowance too in which e 

With this, I leave you. | 
Leo. Nay take me along, 

Yau are not angry too o): | 
Alm. Preſumeon that. [ Exeunt, 
Mar. Am I aſſur'd of her, and ſhall again 

Be tortur'd with Suſpicion to loſe her, 

Before I have enjoy'd her? the next Sun 

Shall ſee her mine; why ſhould I doubt, then! if yet 

To doubt is ſafer, than to be ſecure. 

But one ſhort Day : Great Empires in leſs Time 3 


3 


Great Empires in leſs Time 
Have ſuffered Change, &c. | 
There is a very beautiful Paſſage in Ben Johnſon's Every Man in bis 


Humour, Which though it bears no g-eat Likeneſs to this I ſhall ** 
tranſcribe, 


Tavo Hours! Ha. Things never dreamt of net. 
Nan be coniriv d, 1, and * too, 


Have 


Oe tees 4 a ne” 


3 
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Have ſuffer'd Change. ſhe's conſtant but a Womanz i 
And what a Lover's Vows, Perſuaſions, Tears, 


May in a Minute, work upon ſuch Frailty, 1 
There are too many, and too ſad Examples. 3 
The Prince of Tarent gone, all were in Safety; ; | 
Or not admitted to ſolicite her, 55 4,145 


My Fears would quit me—'tis my Fault, if I a | 
Give way to that; and let him ne'er defire 3 


To own what's hard, that dares not N it. 


Who waits there 1 


a Enter Servants and Page. TE | ww = 

Serv. Would your Lordſhip might 2 is bg 

Mar. "Tis well Kg” 1: 
You are ſo near. 1 9 ek) 


Enter Don Joba, * Serwqms, Dt e 
John. Take care all Things be ready | 


For my Remove. | 
Serv. They are. | 
Mar. We meet like Friends, 
No more like Rivals now: my Emulation 


Purs on the Shape of Love and Service to Fs 
Jobn. It is return'd: 


x 4 


Le two Hours Abſence; * Landenge $169 36-7 e 
Two Hours ! no, fieering Opportunity, op \ 
1 will not give your Subtilty that Scope. 

ho awill not judge him worthy to be robb'd, 

That ſets his Doors wide open to a Thief, * 1 5 
And ſbeaus the Felon where his Treaſure lie? * 2 
Again, what earthy Spirit but will Attempt | 
To tafte the Fruit of Brauty's golden Tree, | | 
When leaden Sleep ſeals up the Dragon” s Eyes ? 
I will not go. Act. Sod Scene It; 
+ Serv. Would your Lordſhip might? | 

This I think ought to be read | | 
Mculd your Lordſbip ought ? i. e. does 1 * | 
. our Lord/pip want * thing? | | 3 


Mar. 
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Mar. "Twas rumor'd in the Court 
Fou were to leave the City, and chat won me 
To find you out. Your Excellence may wonder 
That I, that never ſaw you till this Hour 
But that I wiſh'd you dead, ſo willingly 
Should come to wait upon you to the Ports, 
And there, with. Hope you never will look back, 
Take my laſt Farewell of you. 
Fobn, Never look back ? 
Mar. I ſaid ſo ; neither is it fit you thould ; 
And, may I prevail with you as a Friend, 
You never ſhal!, nor, while you live, hereafter 
Think of the Viceroy* s Court, or of Palermo, 
But as a Grave, in which the Prinee of Tarent 
Buried his Honour. | 
Fobn. You ſpeak in a Language 
I do not underſtand. 
Mar. No? [it be plainer. 
What Mad-man, that came hither with ae tw 
Don John Antonio did, that exact Courtier 1 
Don John Antonio, with whoſe brave Fame only = 
Great Princeſſes have fall'n in Love, and dy'd; 
That came with ſuch Aſſurance as young Paris | 
Did to fetch Helen, being ſent back, contemn'd, 
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Diſgrac'd and ſcorn'd, his large Expence laugh'd at, l 
His Bravery ſcoff'd, the Lady that he courted | = 
Left quietly in Poſſeſſion of another; 

(Not to be nam'd that Day a Courtier | 
Where he was mention'd, the ſcarce known faces, = 
And he to bear her from him) that would ever ; 
Be feen again, having got fairly off, 1 | 
By fuch as will live — Witneſſes | 1 
Of his Repulſe, and ſcandal? de . l 


John. The Grief of it, 
Believe me, will not kill me. All Man's Honour 
Depends not on the moſt uncertain Favour 
Of a fair Miſtreſs. 
Mar. Troth, you bear it well. 
Lou ſhould have ſeen ſome that were ſenfible - 
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Of a Diſgrace, that would have rag'd, and ſought 
To cure their Honour, with ſome ſtrange Revenge: 
But you are better temper*d ; and they wrong 

The Neapolitans in their Report, 

That ſay they are fiery Spirits, uncapable 

Of the leaſt Injury, dangꝰrous to be talk'd with 
After a Loſs, where nothing can move you; 
But, like a Stoick, with a Conſtancy, 

Words nor Affronts, can ſhake, you ſtil} g0 on 
And ſmile when Men abuſe you. 

n. If they wron 
Themſelves, I can: yet, I would bave you know, _ 
I dare be angry. | Wy 

Mar. *Tis not poſſible. 

A Taſte of't would do, well: And rd make Tryal 1 
What may be done. Come hither, R en ve ſeen 
This Jewel, as I take it. | 

John. Les; tis that | 
I gave Amira. 

Mar. And in what Eſteem | 
| She held it, coming from your worthy Self, K 
You may perceive, that [reel y hath CPN 94 it 
Upon my Page. | 

Joby, When J preſented i it, 

did not indent with her, to what Uſe 
She ſhould employ it. 

Mar. See the Kindneſs of 
A loving Soul | who, after this Negle®, | 
Nay, groſs Contempt, will. look again vpon h, 

And not be frighted from it. | 
FJobn. No, indeed, Sir, 

Nor give. way longer — Give way, do you mark, 

To your looſe Wit, to run the Wild-gooſe Chace, 
Six Syllables farther. I will ſee the Lady, 
That Lady that dotes on you, from whoſe Hate 
My Love increaſes, though you ſtand elected 4 
Her Porter, to deny me. 

Mar, Sure vou will not. 


* 


Dor. 
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Jobn. Yes, inſtantly : Your proſperous Succeſs 
Hath made you inſolent; and for her Sake 
I have thus long forborne you; and can yet 
Forget it, and forgive it, ever provided, 

That you end here; and for what is paſt recalling, 
That She make Interceſſion for your Pardon, 
Which, at her Suit, I il grant. 

Mar. I am much unwilling | 
Fo move her for a Trifle — Bear that too, [ frikes him. 
And then She ſhall ſpeak to you. 

John. Men and Angels, | 
Take Witnefs for me, that I have nf” [They fight, 
More than a Man: O do not fall fo ſoon, [ Mar. falls. 
Stand up — take my Hand — fo: When Thave printed 
For every contumelious Word, a Wound here, 

Then ſink for ever. 

Mar. Oh, I ſuffer juſtly | 

Serv. Murther ! ! Ie Murther! [Ex. Serv. 

2 Serv. Apprehend him. : 

Serv. We'll all join with you. 
ohn. I do wiſh you more, 
My Fury will be loſt elſe, if it meet not 
Matter towork on; one Life is too little 
For ſo much Injury. 


Þ 


. 


Enter Almirs, Leonora, Servants. _ 


Alm. O my Cardenes / 
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Though dead, ſtill my Cardenes „ Villains, cock, . 
What do ye check at? can one Arm, and that | 
A Murtherer's, ſo long guard the curs'd Maſter, 4 
Againſt ſo many Swords, made ſharp with Juſtice? 
1. Serv. Sure he will kill us all; he is a Devil. : 
2. Serv. He is invulnerable. 3 San 
Alm. Your baſe fears : Ws ; 1 
Beget fuch Fancies in you—Give me a Sword, * . 
i This my weak Arm, made ſtrong 1 in wy Revenge, 5 f 
|| Shall force a Way tot. | : 


Jobn. 
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bn. Would it were deeper, Madam, 
The Thruſt; which I would not put by, being yours 
Of greater Force, to havepierc'd through that Heart 
Which ſtil] retains your Figure: — Weep ſtill, Lady 
For every Tear that flows from thoſe griev'd Eyes, 
Some Part of that which maintains Life, goes from me. 
And ſo to die, were in a gentle Slumber 
To paſs to Paradiſe But youenvy me 
So quiet a Departure ſrom my World, 
My World of Miſeries; therefore, take my Sword, 


And, having kill'd me with it, cure the Wounds 
It gave Cardenes. 


Enter Pedro. 


Ped. *Tis too true : Was ever 
Valour ſo «ll employ'd? | 

John. Why ſtay you, Lady? 
Let not ſoft Pity work on your hard Nature : 
You canhot do a better Office to 


W The dead Cardenes, and I willingly 


| Shall fall a ready Sacrifice t'appeaſe le 
Your fair Hand off ring it. 
Alm. Thou couldſt aſk nothing 
But this which I would grant. 
Leo. Flint-hearted Lady ! 
Peg. Are you a Woman, Siſter | 
Alm. Thou art not 
A Brother, I renounce that Title to thee: 
Thy Hand is in this bloody Act; 'twas this 
For which that ſavage Homicide was ſent hither. 
Thou equal Judge of all Things, if chat Blood, 
And innocent Blood 
Ped. Oh, Cardenes ! 
How is my Soul rent between Rage and Sorrow, 
That ir can be, that ſuch an upright Cedar 
Should violently be torn up by the Roots, 
Without an Earthquake in that very Moment 
| To ſwallow them that did ir! 


D John. 
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John. The Hurt's nothing, 
But the deep Wound is in my Conſcience, F riend, 
Which Sorrow in Death only can recover. 

Ped. Have better Hopes 


Enter Viceroy, Meſſina, Captain, Guard, 
and Servants. 


Mell. My Son, is this the Marriage 

I came to celebrate? falſe Hopes of Man! 
I come to find a Grave here. 

Alm. I have waſted 
My Stock of Tears, and now juſt Anger help me 
To pay in my Revenge the other Part 
Of Duty which I owe thee. O great Sir, 
Not as a Daughter now, but a poor Widow, 
Made ſo before ſhe was a Bride, I fly 
To your impartial juſtice. The Offence 
Is Death, and Death in his moſt horrid Form : 
Let not, then, Title, or a Prince's Name 
(Since a great Crime is, in a great Man, gener} 
Secure th'Offender. _ | 

Me. Give me Life for Life, 

As :hou wilt anſwer it to the great Kang 
W hoſe Deputy thou art here. = | 

Alm. And ſpeedy Juſtice. 

Aeſſ. Put the Fad: Wretch to torture. 

Alm. Force him to | 
Reveal his curs'd Confederates, which ſpare not, 
Although you find a Son among them. 

Vice. How? 

Meſſ. Why bring you not the Rack forth? 2 

Alm. Wherefore ſtands | 
The Murtherer unbound ? - | 

Vice. Shall I have Hearing? \ 

Meſſ. Excellent Lady, in this you expreſs. f 
Your true Love to the Dead. 

Alm. All Love to Mankind 
From me, ends with him. 
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Vice. Will you hear me, yet? 
And firſt to you; you do confeſs the Fact 
With which you ſtand charg'd ? | 
ohn. J will not make worſe, 
What is already ill, with vain Denial. 
Vice. Then underſtand, though you are Prince 'of 
Tarent, 


Vet, being a Subject to the King of Spain, 


No Priviledge of Sicih can free you 
Being convict by a juſt Form of Law, 
From the Municipal Statutes of that Kingdom, 
But as a common Man, being found guilty, 
Muſt ſuffer for it. 

John. I prize not my Life 


| So much, as toappeal from any thing 
Tou ſhall determine of me. 


Vice. Yet, deſpair not 


To have an equal Hearing; the A 


Of this griev'd Father, nor my Daughter's Tears 
Shall ſway me from myſelf; and, where they urge 
To have you tortured, or led bound to Priſon, 
I muft not 851 = 
Mell. No? 
ice. I cannot, Sir; 
For Men of his Rank are to be diſtinguiſt d 


From other Men, before they are condemn'd, 


From which (his Cauſe not heard) he yet ſtands free: 
So take him to your Charge, and, as your + "oy. 
See he be ſafe. 

Capt. Let me die for him, elſe. Exeunt Ped. John. 

Me. The Guard of him ſhould Capt. & Guard. 

have been given to me. | 

Alm. Or unto me. 

Mell. Bribes may corrupt the Captain. 

Alm. And our juſt Wreak, by For orce orcunning Practice, 
With Scorn prevented. | 

Mar. Oh! 

Aim. What Groan is that? 

Vice. _ are —— Signs of Life yet in n kim: 
Al. 
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Am. Oh that there were! that I could ow my Blood 
Into his Veins! 

Mar. Oh, oh! 

Vice. Take him up gently. 

Me. Run for Phyſicians. 

Alm. Surgeons. 

Meſſ. All Helps elſe. 

Vice. This Care 3 his Recovery, timely packt d. 
Would have expreſs'd more of a Father in you, 
Than your impetuous Clamors for Revenge. 
But I ſhall find fir Time to urge that further 
Hereafter to you; tis not fit for me 


To add Weight to oppreſs'd Calamity.  [ Exeunt, 


The End of the FIRST Ar. 


een. 


| Han Pedro, Doo John, Captain. | 
Jobn. HY ſhould your Love to me, having al- | 


ready 
So oft endur'd the Teſt, be put unto 
A needleſs Trial? Have you not, long ſince, 
In every Circumſtance and Right of Friendſhip, 
Outgone all Preſidents the Antients boaſt of, 
And will you yet move further ? 


Scene I. This Scene is a Maſter- piece in its Kind, truly origi- 
nal and above all Commendation. I ſhall only, as applicable t to the 
Subject illuſtrate it by the following beautiful Lines. 
A gen'rous Friendſhip no cold Medium knows ; 
Burns with one Love, with one Reſentment glows: 
One ſouuld our Int reſts and our Paffiens te; 
IP Friend 2 hate the Man that injures mne. Pope 8 wy 
4 ed. 
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Ped. Hitherto 

I have done nothing (howſoe'r you u 
My weak Endeavours) that may juſtly claim 
A Title to your Friendſhip, and much leſs 
Laid down the Debt, which, as a Tribute dus 
To your Deſervings; not I, but all nnn | 
Stands bound to tender. 

John. Do not make an Idol 7 

Of him that ſhould, and without Superſtition; a1 1 
To you build up an Altar. O my Pedro. 4 
When I am to expire, to call you mine, 
Aſſures a future Happineſs : Give me Leave 
To argue with you, and, the Fondneſs of 
Affection ſtruck blind, wich Juſtice hear me. 
Why ſhould you, being i innocent, fling your Life. 
Into the Furnace of your Father's Anger 2 
For my Offence? Or, take it granted (yet 
Tis more than Suppoſition) you prefer | 


My Safety fore your own, (fo prodigally  _  . 
You waſte your Favours) wheretore ſhould this Captain 


His Blood and Sweat rewarded in the Favour _ 
Of his great Maſter, falſify the Truſt 
Which from true Judgment he repoſes in bim, 
For me, a Stranger ? | 


Ped. Let him anfwer that, | 
He nee Promprer--Speak your Thoughts, ard 
„ reel 
Capt. 1 e PP to do ſo, and it ſhames not | 
The Bluntneſs of my Breeding ; from my Youth 
J was train'd up a Soldier, one of thoſe 
That in their Natures love the Dangers more 
Than the Rewards of Danger. I could add; 
My Life, when forfeited, the Viceroy pardon d, 
But by his Interceſſion; and therefore, 
c It being lent by him, I were . 
| (Which I will never be) if I refus'd- - 
To pay that Debt at any Time demaiided. 


Ped. I hope, Friend, this will wad; 15 | 
PE, IV. 6 5 I; ; * Jobn. 
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John. No, it raiſes 
More Doubts within me. Shall I, from the School 
Of Gratitude, in which this Captain reads 
The Text ſo plainly, learn to be unthankful ? 
Or, viewing in your Actions the Idea 
Of perfect Friendſhip, when it does point to me 
How brave a thing it is to be a Friend, 
Turn from the Object? Had I never loved 


The fair Almira for her outward Features, 


Nay, were the Beauties of her Mind ſuſpected, 
And her Contempt and Scorn painted before me, 
The being your Siſter would anew inflame me 
With much more Impotence to dote upon her“: 
No, dear Friend, let me in my Death confirm 


(Though you in all T hings elle have the Precedence) 


Pl die ten Times, ere one of Pedros Hairs 
Shall ſuffer in my Cauſe. 
Ped. If you ſo love me, | 
In Love to that Part of my Soul dwells in you, 
(Fot though two Bodies, Friends have but one Soul) 
Loſe-not wo Life and me. | 


Ber a e 


1 Serv. The Prince is dead. Pans 2 [ Exit 
Jobn. If fo, ſhall I leave Pedro here to anſwer 
For my Eſcape? — As thus I claſp thee, let 
The Vas! 8 Sentence find me. 
Ped. Fly for Heav*n's Sake! 
Conſider the Neceflity ! though now _ 
We part, Antonio, we may meet again; 
But Death's Diviſion 1 is for ever, F nend. 


Enter another $ ervant. 


2 Serv. The Rumor. ſpread, Sir, of Marting „Death, 
Is check'd; there” 8 Hope of his We 


s With much more Jngotence to bi- upon her OTST Es 
This Reading appears to me to be falſe, I would read | „ 
"With more Impatience 40 dote * ber. 1 
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_ Jobn. Why ſhould I fly then, when I may enjoy, 
With mine own Life, my F riend * ? 

Ped. That's ſtill uncertain, 
He may have a Relapſe; for once be rul'd F clend, 
He's a good Debtor that pays when 'tis due; 
A Prodigal, that, before *cis requir'd, 
Makes Tender of it. 


Enter three or four Sail or 's. 
1 Sail. The Bark, Sir, is ready. . 


2 Sail. The Wind fits faif® Whiſtles 

3 Sail. Heaven favours your Eſcape. within. 

Capt. Hark how the Boatſwain whiſtles you aboard. 
Will nothing move you ? 3 


ohn. Can I leave my Friend? 
Ped. I muſt delay no longer force him hence: 
Capt. Il run the Hazard of my Fortunes with you. 
John. What Violence is this? — hear but my Reaſons. 
Ped. Poor Friendſhip that is cool'd an Arguments! 
Away, away! 
Capt, For Malta. 
Ped. You ſhall hear 
All our Events. 
Fohn, I may fail round the World, 
But never' meet thy like, Pedro. 
Ped. Antonio. 
Jobn. I breath my Soul back to thee. 
Fed. iu © \ 
Bear mine along with thee. 


Capt. Cheerly my Hearts: part +, [ Exennt, 
Ped. He's gone. May pitying Heaven his Pilot be, 
And chen! weigh not what becomes of me. W. | 
SCENE II. 


Enter Vieowy; Meſſina, and aul, 

Vice. I tell you right, Sir. 
Meſ. Yes, like a rough Surgen. 
Without a Feeling in * you ſearch 99s 
I 2 _ 
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Thou re of our Academies! 
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My Wounds unto the Quick, then pray declare 
The Tediouſneſs, and Danger of the Cure, 5 
Never rememb'ring what the Patient ſuffers. 
But you preach this Philoſophy to a Man 
That does partake of Paſſion, and not 
To a dull Stoick. 
Vice. I confeſs you have 
Juſt Cauſe to mourn your Son; and yet, if Reaſon 
Cannot yield Comfort, let Example cure. 
Jam a Father too, my only Daughter 
As dear in my Eſteem, perhaps as worthy, 
As your Martino, in her Love to him 
As deſperately ill, either's Loſs equal; 
And yet ] bear it with a better Temper. 


Enter Pedro. 


Which if you pleaſe to imitate *twill not wrong 
Your Piety, nor your Judgment, 
Meſ. We were faſhion'd 
In different Moulds, 
I weep with mine own Eyes, Sir, 
Purſue my Ends too, Pity to you's a Cordial ; 
Revenge to me—and that 1 muſt, and will haye 
If my Martino die. *} 4 
Pal Your muſt, and will, 
Shall in your full fail'd Confidence deceive you. 124. 


Here's Doctor Paulo, Sir. 


Enter Doctor Paulo, two Surgeons, 


Me f. My Hand? you rather 
Deſerve my Knee, and it ſhall bend as to 


A ſecond Father, if your ſaving Aids 


Reſtore my Son. 


Vice. *Riſe, thou bright Star of Knowledge, | 
The Honour of thy Art, thou Help of Nature, 


Dog. 


= * 
> 
4 
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Doc. If I bluſh, Sir, 
To hear theſe Attributes ill plac'd on me, 
It is excuſable. I am no God, Sir, 
Nor holy Saint that can do M racles, 
But a weak ſinful Man: Yet, that J may 
In ſome Proportion deſerve theſe Favours, 
| Youp Excellencies pleaſe to grace me with, 
I promiſe all the Skill I have acquired 
In Simples, or the careful Obſervation 
Of the ſuperior Bodies, with my Judgment 
| Deriv'd from long as, x aan ſtand ready 
| To do you Service. | 
Meſ. Modeſtly replied. 
Vice. How is it with you, Princely Patient! 3 
Meſ. Speak, 8 
But ſpeak ſome Comfort, Sir. 
Doc. I muſt ſpeak Truth; 
His Wounds, though many, Heav' n ſo vided,” yet, 
Antonio*s Sword, it pierc'd no Part was mortal. 
Theſe Gentlemen who worthily deſerve | 
The Names of Surgeons, have done their Duties. 
The Means they e f ridiculous charms 
To ſtop the Blood; no Oyls, nor Balſams bought 
Of cheating Quack: ſalvers, or Mountebanks, 
By them applied: The Rules by Chiron taught, 
And Aſculapius, which drew upon him 
The Thund'rer's Envy, they with Care purſu'd, 
Heav'n profp'ring their Endeavours. | 
Meſ. There is Hope, e 
Of his Recovery? 
DoF. But no Aﬀurancez 
I muſt not flatter you. That little Air 
Of Comfort that breaths towards us (for I dare not 
Rob theſe Vinrich myſelf) you owe their Care; 
For, yet, I have done nothing. 
 Mefſ. Still more modeſt; 
I will begin with them, to either give 
Three Thouſand Crowns. e e eee 
„„ | Vice: 
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Vice. I'll double your Rewaid; 
See em paid preſently. | 
1 Surg. This Magnificence, | 
With Equity, can't be confer'd on us; 
Tis due unto the Doctor. 
2 Surg. True; we were 
But his ſubordinate Miniſters, and did only 
Follow your grave Directions. 
Dog. Tis your own: 
I challenge no Part in it. 
Vice. Brave on both Sides. 
De#. Deſerve this, with the Honour that will follow, 
In your Attendance. 
2 Surg. If both ſleep at once, A 
Tis Juſtice both ſhould die. Exeunt Surgeons. 
Meſ. For you, grave Doctor, 15 
We will not in ſuch petty Sums conſider 
Your high Deſarts: Our Treaſury lies open. 
Command it as your own. 
Vice. Chooſe any Caſtle, | 
Nay, City, in our Government, and be Lord of't, 
DoF. Of neither, Sir; I am not ſo ambitious, 
Nor would I have your Highneſſes ſecure : 
We have but faintly yet begun our Journey ; 
A thouſand Difficulties and Dangers muſt be 
Encounter'd, ere we end it. Though his Hurts, 
I mean his * ones, do promiſe fair, | 
There is a deeper one, and in his Mind _ 
Muſt be with Care provided for. Melancholy, 
And at the Height, too near a. k in to Madneſs, 
Poſſeſſes him; his Senſes are diſtracted, 
Not one, but all; and, if I can collect em 
With all the various Ways Invention, 
Or Induſtry &er practis'd, I ſhall write it 
My Maſter- piece. 
Meſ. You more and more engage me. 
Vice, May we not viſit him? 
Doc. By no means, Sir, 


As he 1 is now; ſuch Courteſies come 1 untimely : vl. 
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Pl yield you reaſon for't. Should he look on you, 
It will renew the Memory of that ” 
Which I would have forgotten. Your good Prayers 
(And thoſe I do preſume ſhall not be wanting 

To my Endeavors) are the utmoit Aids 

] yet deſire your Excellencies ſhould grant me. 

So with my humbleſt Service = F 
Meſ. Go, and proſper. e [Exit Doctor. 
Vice. Obſerve his Piety — I've heard, how true 

I know not, moſt Phyſicians as they grow 

Greater in Skill, grow leſs in their Religion; 
Attributing ſo much to Natural Cauſes, 
That they have little Faith in that they cannot 
Deliver Reaſon for: This Doctor fteers 
Another Courſe — But let this paſs; if you pleaſe, 
Your Company to my Daughter. 5 
Meſ. I wait on yo. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Leonora, and two Women, 


Leon. Took ſhe. no Reſt to- night? 
1. Vom. Not any, Madam; . 5 
I am ſure ſhe ſlept fot. . If ſhe ſlumbred, ſtrait, 
As if ſome dreadful Viſion had appear d. 
She ſtarted up, her Hair unbound, and, with 
Diſtracted looks ſtaring about the Chamber, 
She aſks aloud, Where is Martino? Where 
Have you conceal'd him?” Sometimes names Antonio, 
Trembling in every Joint, her Brows contracted : | | 
Her fair Face as *twere chang'd into a Curſe, 
Her Hands'held up thus, and, as if her Words +» 
Were too big to find Paſſage through her Mouth, 
She groans, then throws herſelf upon Her Bed; 
Beating her Brest, 1 oils „ 
Leon. *Tis wond'rous ſtrange! 505 
2. Pom. Nay, more; 5 
She that of late vouchſaf'd not to be ſeen, 4 
e e But 
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But ſo adorn'd as if ſhe were to rival 
Nero's Poppæa, or the Egyptian Queen, 
Now, careleſs of her Beauties, when we offer 
Our Service, ſhe contemns it. 
Leon. Does ſhe not | 
Sometimes foriake her Chamber ? 
2. Nom. Much about 
This Hour; then with a ſtrange unſettled Gait 
She meaſures twice, or thrice the Gallery, 
Silent, and frowning (we dare nor ſpeak to her) 
And then returns. — She's come, pray you, now ob- 
ſerve her. | 


Enter Almira 40 Black, careleſy babited. 


Alm. Why are my Eyes fix'd on the Ground, and not 
Bent upwards ? — Ha! that which was mortal of 
My dear Martino, as a Debt to Nature, 

I know this Mother Earth hath ſepulchred: 

But his diviner Part, his Soul o'er which 

The Tyrant Death, nor yet the fatal Sword 

Of curs'd Antonio, "his Inſtrument, 

Had the leaſt Power, borne upon Angel's p Wing. 
Appointed to that Office, mounted far 

Above the Firmament. 

Leon. Strange Imagination! 

Dear Couſin, your Martino lives. 

Alm. I know you, | | 
And that in this you. flatter me. He's dead, 
As much as could die of him — Burt look yonder ! 
Amongſt a Million of glorious Lights? 
That deck the heaven]y Canopy, [ have 
Diſcern'd his Soul transform'd into a Star, 
Do you not ſee it'? 

Leon. Lady... 


7 Amongſt a Million of glorious Lights 
That deck, &c. 


In theſe poetical Images and fine Flights of Fancy, unte. as 
uw as Shake/pear greatly abounds, 


Alm. 
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Alm. Look with my Eyes. 
What Splendor circles it! The heavenly Archih; 
Not far off diſtant, appears dim with Envy, 
Viewing himſelf out-ſhin'd. Bright Conſtellation, 
Dart down thy Beams of Pity on Almira ! 
And, fince thou find*ſt ſuch Grace where now thou art, 
As I did truly love thee on the Earth, 
Like a kind Harbinger, prepare my Lodging, 
And place me near thee. 
Leon. I much more than fear, 
She*ll grow into a Phrenſy. 
Alm. How! What's this? — 


A diſmal Sound! — Come nearer, Couſin, lay 


Your Ear cloſe to the Ground, — cloſer, I pray you. 
Do you howl ? — Are you there, Antonio? 
Leon. Where, ſweet Lady? 
Alm, Vth*'Vault, in Hell, on the infernal Rack, 
Where, Murderers are tormented : — Yerk him 
ſoundly ; | 
"Twas Rhadamanth's Sentence: Do your Office, Furies. 
How he roars! — What plead to me to mediate for you? 
I'm deaf, I cannot hear you. . 
Tecon. Tis but _ 
Collect yourſelf. 
Alm. Leave babling ; *tis rare Muſick 
Rhamnu/ia plays on a Pair of Tongs 
Red hot; and Proſerpine dances to the Conſort; 
Pluto fits laughing by too. nen 
do begin to pity him. 
Leon. I with, Madam, 
You would ſhew it to yourſelf. 
2. Wom. Her Fit begins 
To leave her. 
Alm. Oh my Brains! Are you ini Couſin? * 
Leon. Now ſhe ſpeaks temperately. I am ever ready 
To do you Service: How do you ? | 
Alm. Very much troubled. 
I've had the ſtrangeſt waking Dream — of Hell 
And Heav'n eds know not What. "Hoh | 
| Leon. 


ö 
| 
| 


1 Sacrifice to eur Abbes. 
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Leon. My Lord your Father 
Is come to viſit you. As ye would not grieve him 
That is ſo tender of you, entertain him 
With a n Duty. 


2 7 rcercy, Meſſina, Pedro, Attendants, 


Vice. Still forlorn? 
No Comfort my Almira ? 
Mef. In your Sorrow, 
For my Martino, Madam, . you have expreſs'd 
All poſſible Love and Tenderneſs. Too much of it 
Will wrong yourſelf, and him. He may live, Lady, 
(For we are not paſt Hope) with his mo Service, 
In ſome Part to deſerve it. | | 
Alm. If Heav'n pleaſe 
To be fo gracious to me, I'll ſerve him 
With ſuch Obedience, Love, and Humbleneſs, 
That I will rife up an Example for 
Good Wives to follow : Bur until I have 
Aſſurance what Fate will determine of me, 
Thus, like a deſolate Widow, give me Leave 
To weep for him, for, ſhould he die, I have vow'd 
Not to out- live him; and my humble Suit is, 
One Monument may cover us: and Antonio ® 
In Juſtice you muſt grant me that be offer'd 
A Sacrifice to our Aſhes. 
Vice. Pr ythee put off _ 
Theſe ſad Thoughts : Don's ſhall evg 1 | doubt it not, 


A happy —_ - 
Enter und and Brkchia. 


Cuc. O Sir, the fouleſt Treaſon o 


8 — — And Antonio 


In Fuftice you muft grant me that be offer d wud 


A Sacrifice to our Abbes. 
This is evidently falſe, it ought to be 
— — , Antonio 


In Juſtice you muſt grant that he be Fer 4 


8 
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That ever was diſcovered! 
Vice. Speak it, that 
We may prevent 5 
Cuc. Nay, tis paſt Prevention, 
Though you allow me wiſe (in Modeſty, 
I will not ſay oraculous) I cannot help it. 
I am a Stateſman, and ſome ſay a wiſe one; 
But I could never conjure, nor divine 
Of Things to come. 
Vice. Leave fooling! To the Point 
What Treaſon? 
Cuc. The falſe Prince Don John. Antonia 
Is fled, 
Vice. It is not poſſible. 
Ped. Peace, Screach-owl. 
Cuc. 1 muſt ſpeak, and it ſhall out, Sir, che Captain 
You truſted with the Fort, is run away too. 
Alm. O miſerable Woman! I-defy _ 
All Comfort; ; Cheated too of my Revenge? 
As you're my F ather, Sir, and you my Brother, 
I will not curſe you: But I dare, and will ſay 
You are unjuſt and treacherous. — If there be 
A Way to Death, I'll find it. [ Exeunt Almira, 
Vice. Follow her; | Leon. & Wanen, 
She*ll do ſome violent Act upon herſelf. | | 
Till ſhe. be better temper'd, bind her Hands, 
And fetch the Doctor to her. Had not * 
A Hand in this ? 
Ped. I, Sir? I never knew 
Such Diſobedience. 
Vice. My Honour's touch'd in't: 
Let Gallies be mann'd forth in his Purſuit; 
Search every Port and Harbour — It 1 n 
He ſhall not ſcape thus. 
Meſſ. Fine Hypocrily ! 
Away Diſſemblers! *Tis Confederacy _ 
Betwixt thy Son and Self, and the falſe Captain," 
He could not thus have vaniſh'd elſe, Ye've murther'd 
My Son amongſt you, and now murther Juſtice. 
You know it moſt impoſſible he ſhould live, 
Howe'er 
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Howe'er the Doctor for your Ends diſſembled, 
And you have ſhifted hence Antonio. 
Vice. Meſſina, thou'rt a craz'd and griev'd Old Man, 
And, being in my Court, protected by 
The Law ot Hoſpitality, or I ſhould 
Give you a ſharper Anſwer — May 1 Rn” 
If I knew of his Flight. 
Meſſ. Fire, then, the Caſtle; | 
Hang up the Captain's Wife and Children, | 
Vice. Fie, Sir! 
- Ped. Fo Lord, you are uncharitable; capital Trea- 
ons 
Exact not ſo much. 
Meſſ. Thanks, moſt noble Signior, 
We ever had your good Word and your Love. 
Cuc. Sir, 1 dare paſs my Word, my Lords are clear 
Of any Imputation i in this Caſe 
You ſeem to load *em with. 
Me. Impertinent Fool! 
No, no, the loving Faces you put on 


Have been but grinning Vizors: You have juggled me 


Out of my Son, and out of Juſtice too; 


But Spain ſhall do me Right, believe me, Viceroy: 


There I will force it from thee by the King; 
He ſhall not eat nor ſleep in Peace for me, 
Till I am righted for this Treachery. 

Vice. Thy worlt Meſſina, ſince no Reaſon can 


Quality thy Intemperance; the Corruption 


Of my ſubordinate Miniſters cannot wrong 

My true Integrity. Let privy Searches 

Examine all the Land. 
Ped. Fair fall Antonio ! [Ex. Viceroy, 
Cuc. This is my Wife, my Lord. Ped. Attend, 

*Troth ſpeak your Conſcience, 1 

Ist not a goodly Dame? 
Meſſ. She is no leſs, Sir. 

Iwill make uſe of theſe. May I intreat vou 

To call my Niece. 


Bor. With Speed, Sir. * Dorachia. 
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Cuc. You may, my Lord, | 

Suſpect me as an Agent in theſe State-conveyances. 

Let Signior Cuculo, then, be never more. 

For all his Place, Wir, and Authority, 

Held a moſt worthy honeſt Gentleman. 


Enter Borachia with Leonora. 


Meſ. I do acquit you, Signior : Neice, you fee 
To what Extremes I'm driven; the cunning Viceroy 
And his Son Pedro, having expreſs'd too plainly 
Their cold Affections to my Son Martino; 
And therefore I conjure thee Leonora, | 
By all thy Hopes from me, which is my e B 
If my Son fail, however all thy Fortunes, | 
Though heretofore ſome Love hath paſt betwixt 
Den Pedro, and thyſelf, abjure him now: 
And, as thou keep'ſt Amira Company, 
In this her Deſolation, ſo in Hate 
To this young Pedro for thy Couſin's Love, 
Be her Aſſociate; or aſſure thyſelf, 
caſt thee like a Stranger from my Blood. 
It I do ever hear, thou ſeeſt, or ſend'(t 
Token, or receive Meſſage— by yon Heaven, 
I never more will own thee. 
Leo. Oh! dear Uncle, 
You've put a tyranous Yoke upon my Heart, 
And it will break it. [Exit Leowrs 
Meſ. Graveſt Lady, you 
May be a great Aſſiſter in my Ends. 
I buy your Diligence thus—Divide this Couple, 
Hinder their Interviews; feign *tis her will 
To give him no Admittance, if he crave it, 
And thy Rewards ſhall be thine own Deſires. 1 
Whereto, good Sir, but add your friendly Aids, 
And uſe me to my uttermoſt. | 
Cuculo. My Lord, 
If my Wife pleaſe, I dare not contradict. 
Borachia, what do you fay ? ge | 
| | . 


} 
| 
"I 
| 
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Bor. I ſay—my Lord, 
I know my Place, and be aſſur'd l will | 
Keep Fire and Tow aſunder. 

Meſ. You in this 


Shall much deſerve of me, [Exit Meſſina, 


Cuc. We have took upon us 


A heavy Charge. I hope you'll now forbear 


Th'Exceſs of Wine. 
Bor. I will do what I pleaſe. 
This Day the Market's kept for Slaves; go you 
And buy me a fine-timber'd one, to aſſiſt me. 
I muſt be better waited on. 
Cuc. Ay any thing, 
So you'll leave _ 
Bor. Still 
Cuc. Lam wart Duck: [Exit Cuculo 
Ber. Pedro! fo hot upon the Scent? I'll fit him. 


Enter Pedro. 
Ped. 8 Beraching you moſt happil y 


Are met to pleaſure me. 


Bor. It may be ſo, | 
I uſe to pleaſure many. —Here lies my way; 
I do beſeech you, Sir, keep on your Voyage. 
Ped. Be not ſo ſhort, ſweet Lady; I muſt with you. 
Bor. With me, Sir? 3 you Sir; why, what, Sir, 
See you in me? 
Ped. Do not miſtake, me Lady, 
Nothing but Honeſty. 
Bor. Hang Honeſty; 
Trump me not up with Honeſty: Do you mark, Sir, 
I have a Charge'Sir, and a ſpecial Charge, Sir; 
And *tis not Honeſty can win on me, SF. 
- Ped. Pr'ythee conceive me __y: 
Bor. I conceive you? 
Ped. But underſtand —— 
Bor. I will not underſtand, Sir, 
Gecannot, nor I do not underſtand, 12 


Pied. 


ed. 
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Ped. Pr ythe, Borachia, let me ſee my Miſtreſs; 


But look upon her, ſtand you by. 
Bor. How's this? 


Shall I ſtand by? What do you think 6f He? 


Now by the Virtue of the Place I hold, 
You are a paltry Lord to tempt my Truſt thus, 
I am no Helen, nor no Hecuba, 
To be deflowred of my Loyalty 
With your fair Language. 
Ped. Thou miſtak*ſt me ſtill. 

Bor. It may be ſo (my Place will bear me out in 4 
And will miſtake you ſtill, make you your beſt on't. 
Ped. A Pox upon thee! Let me but behold her. 

Bor. A Plague upon you! You ſhall never ſee her. 
Ped. This is a Crone in Grain! Thou art ſo teſty. 
Pr'ythee, take Breath, and know thy F riends. 
Bor. I will not; 
I have no Friends, nor I will have none this Way. 
And, now I think on't better, why will you ſee her? 
Ped. Becauſe ſhe loves me dearly, I her equally. 
Bor. She hates you damnably, moſt wickedly, 


(Build that upon my Word) moſt wickedly ; 


And ſwears her Eyes are fick when they behold you. 
How fearfully have I heard her rail upon you, 

And caft, and rail again, and caft again; 

Call for hot Waters, and then. rail again. 

Ped. How? *tis not poſſible. 

Bor. I have heard her ſwear | 
(How juſtly, you beſt know, and whos the Cauſe + les) 
That you are — I ſhame to tell it, but it muſt out. 
Fie, fie! Why, how have you deſerv'd'1 it? 

Ped. I am what? | 

Bor. The beaſtlieſt Man ; ; why, what a Grief muſt 

this be, 
Sir-reverence of the Compaby = — a rank Wikidmatths. 
Ten Livery- -Whoyes, ſhe affur'd me on her Credit, 
With weeping Eyes ſhe ſpake it, and ſeven Citizens, 
Beſide all Voluntaries that ove. under you, DRY 
And of all Countries. 5 „„ $61] 
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Ped. This muſt needs be a Lle. 

Ber. Beſides, ye are ſo careleſs of your Body, 
Which is a foul Fault in you — | 

Ped. Leave your fooling, 

For this ſhall be a Fable. Happily 
My Siſter's Anger may grow ſtrong againſt me, 
Which thou miſtak'ſt — - 

Bor. She hates you very well too; 

But your Miſtreſs hates you heartily — Look upon you? 
Upon my Conſcience, ſhe would ſee the Devil firſt, 
With Eyes as big as Saucers. When I but nam'd you, 
She has leap'd back thirty Feet : If once ſhe ſmell you, 
For certainly you are rank, ſhe ſays extreme rank 

And the Wind ſtand with you too, ſhe's gone for ever. 

Ped. For all this, I would ſee her. „ 

Bor. That's all one. 

Have you new Eyes when thoſe are ſcratch d out! ? ora 
Noſe 

To clap on warm ? Have you Proof againſt a Piss Pot; 

Which, if they bid me, I muſt fling upon you? | 

Ped. I ſhall not ſee her then you ſay ? 

Bor. It ſeems ſo. 

Ped. Pr'ythee, be thus far Friend, then good 1 Bera- 

chia, 
To give her but this Letter, and this a. --- | 
And leave thy pleaſant Lying, which I pardon; | 
But leave it in her Pocket, there's no harm in't, 
PI take the up a Petticoat, will that pleaſe thee ? 

Bor. Take up my Petticoat? I ſcorn the Motion; 
J ſcorn it with my Heels — Take up my Petticoat? 

Ped. And why thus hot? 

Bor. Sir, you ſhall find me hotter, 

If you take up my Petticoat: 

Ped. VIl give thee a new Petticoat: 

Bor. I ſcorn the Gift — Take up my Petticoat? 
Alas! My Lord, you are too young, my Lord; 
Too young my Lord, to circumciſe me that Way. 
Take up my Petticoat? I am a Woman; 

A Woman of another Way, my Lord; 


A Gentle» 


e. 


PI make you break dg n and 18 „ too. 
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A Gentlewoman. He that takes up my Petticoat; 

Shall have enough to do, I warrant him. 

I would fain ſee the proudeſt of you all to luſty. 
Ped. Thou art dilpos'd {till ro _—_— me. 

Bor. Petticoat? 

You ſhow now what you are; but "a your work, Sir 
Ped. A. wild-fire take thee. F 
Bor. I aſk no Favour of you, £1 1 

And fol leave you; and withal I ed you 

In my own Name, for, Sir, I would have ye know i it, 


. 
3 ＋ 


In this Place I preſent your Father's Perſon: 


Upon your Life, not dare to ee, me 154 
For if you do -— | Exit Borachia. 


Ped. "Go, and the Pox go with thee, 92 


If thou haſt ſo much Moiiture to receive em, 


For thou wilt have *em, though a Horſe beſtow em. 
I muſt deviſe a Way — for I mult ee her, 

And very ſuddenly ; and, Madam Petticoat, 

If all the Wit I have, and this can do, 


lh 


The End of the Szconn Acts ner th 
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Enter Maſter, A, De My ohn, J eren, with ae, 


M. wy Oe: rank yourſelves, and and out band 
ſomly. 


Now ring the Bell, that theymay know! my Market. | 
Stand you two dere ; you are perſonable — ihe 


And apt to yield good Sums if Women chea 


Put me that Pig-complexion'd Fellow behind, 
a will ſpoil my Sale elſe : the Slave looks like Faminez 
Vor. IV. 9 | Sure 


8 — 
—— — — —— —A[-c4 — 


* bis Gall deer 1 bare ceruin Uses for rhim- 
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Sure he was got in a Cheeſe-preſs, the Whey runs out 


_ of*s Nale yet, 
He will not yield above a Peck of Oyſters, 
Tf I can geta Quart of Wine in too, you are gs Sir, 
Why ſure, thou hadſt no F ather. 
 $aye. Sure I know not. 
Maft. No certainly; a March- ob thy Mother: 
Thou'rt byt a Monſter. Paddock. — Look who comes, 
Sirrab: Ae. Mar. 
And next . repare the Song, and * it lively. 
Your Tricks too, Sirrah ; they are Ways to catch the 
Buyer, FW 
And if you do em gre they'll prove g good Dowries, 
How now ? 


Enter Man. 


Man, They come, Sir, with their W. full loaden, 
Moſt. Reach me my Stool, O! here they come. 


IM Do#ter, Ae; Cuculo, and Ci bixens. 


Cuc. That's hne. 
He never fails monthly to ſell his Slaves here, 
He buys em preſently upon their taking, — 
W ſo * arp em to every Market. | 


jt, Begin tt the Song, _ chaunt it merrily —— 
Well dane. WT 


Doc. Good rar 
$4 Morrow to you, Signiors. - 
Doc, We come to look upon your Slaves, and boy too, 
x we can like the Perſons, and the Prices. : 
Eve, They ſbew fine active Fellows, 
Mat. They are no leſs, Sie. i 
And People of Gren 7 Mo bel! "Grit at. 
Doct. That's i'th Fro 'Si, 27 
 Apogy. 1 — ay hats the Price of this 2 Fel. 


Mah; 
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Maſt. My ſorrel Slaves are ef a lower Price, 
Becauſe the Colour's faint.— Fifty Cbekeens, Sir. 

Apoth, What be his Virtues? | | 

Maſt. He will poiſon Rats } 
Make him but angry, and his Eyes kill Spiders; 
Let him but, faſting ſpit upon a Toad, FE 
And preſently it burfts, and dies; his Dreams kill: 
He'll run you in a Wheel, and draw up Water; 
But if his Noſe drop in't, *cwill kill an Army. 
When you have worn him to the Bones with Uſes, 
Thruſt him into an Oven, luted well, ; 
Dry him, and beat him, Fleſh and Bone to Bae 


And that kills Scabs, and Aches of all Climates. 


Apoth. Pray at what Diſtance may I talk to him? # 
Maſt. Give him but Sage and Butter in a Morning, 


And there's no Fear — But keep him from all Women, 


For there his Poiſon ſwells moſt. 
Apoth. J will have him. 
Cannot he breed a Plague too? - 
Maſt. Yes, yes, yes, 
Feed him with Fogs, probatum. Now to you, Sir. 
Do you like this Slave? | 
Cuc. Yes, if Hike his Price 3 | 7 
Maſt. The Price is full an Aua 8 bated. 
Sirrah, ſell the Moors there — Feel, he's high and luſty, 


And of a gameſome Nature ; bold, and crea | 


Apt to win Favour of the Man that 322 
By Diligence, and Duty: Look rn . 

Dot. Do you hear, Sir? — 6 

Maſt. Vil be with you preſently. 
Mark but his Limbs, that Slave will colt in 
An eaſy Price Turn him about, and view him. 
For theſe two, Sir? Why, they are the fineſt Children, 


Twins on my Credit, Sir. Do 30 ſee this Boy wr, ? 
He will run as far from pak: in an ROUT. e 


* 


Cit. will he ſo, Sir? 1 
Maſt. Conceive me rightly, if upon Ense. 

As any Horſe you have. | 
Cit. What will this Girl do? 


K2 = 8 14 
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Maſt. Sure no Harm at all, Sir, 

For ſhe ſleeps moſt an End. 
Cit. An excellent Houſe- wife. 
Of what Religion are they? 

Maſt. What you will, Sir, 8 | 
So there be meat, and drink inte. They'll do little 
That ſhall offend you; for their chief Deſire _ 

Is to do nothing at all, Sir. 
Cuc. A hundred is too much. 
Maſt. Not a doit *bated, 
He's a brave Slave; his Eye ſhows AQveneſs, 
Fire, and the Mettle of a Man, * in bim. 
Here's one you ſhall have — 
Cuc. For What? 
Naſt. For nothing. 
And thank you too. | 
Doct. What can he do? 
Maſt. Why, any thing that's ill, 
And never bluſh at it: He's fo true a Thief, | 
That he']] ſteal from himſelf, and think he has got by 
ate. 
He ſtole out of his Mother 8 Belly, deing an Infant, . 
And from a louſy Nurſe he ſtole his Nature,; 
From a Dog his Look, and from an * his Nimble- 
neſs; 
He will-look in'your Face, and viek your. Pockets ; 
Rob ye the moſt wiſe Rat of a Cheeſe-paring ; 
There were a Cat will go in, he will follow, 
His Body has no Back- bone. Into my Company 1 
He ſtole, for I never buggy him, and will ſteal into 
S yours, * | 
And you ſtay a little longer. Nor if any of you 
Be given to the excellent Art of lying 
- Behold, before you here, the Maſter- piece: 
He'll out-he him that taught him, Monſieur Devil, 
Offer to ſwear he has eaten n in a Twelve. 


month, 
When his Mourtt2 full of f Meat. n 
bs 11 4 5 Cue. 
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Tuc. Pray keep him; he's a Jewel: | 
And hete's your Money for this Fellow. 
Malt. He's yours, Sir. 
Cuc. Come, follow me. [ Exit with Don Johne 
Cit. Twenty Chekeens for theſe two. | 
Maſt. For five and twenty take em. 
Qt. There's your Money; 
Fil have 'em, if it be to ling in Cages. 5 
Maſt. _ em hard Eggs you ne er Had ſuch Black · 
irds. 

Cit. Is ſne a Maid, do'ſt think? 


| Maſt. I dare not ſwear, Sir: | TI 
She is nine Year old, at ten you ſhall kind few here. 


Git. A merry F ellow, thou ſay'ſt true. Come Chil- 
_ dren. | Exit with the Moors. 
Do#. Here tell your Money ; if his Life bur anſwer 
His outward Promiſes,” I have bought him cheap, Sir. 
Maſt. Too cheap a Conſcience, he s a Pregnant 
Knavfe. 
Full of fine Thought I warrant him. 
Dot. He's but weak timber'd. 
Maſt. Tis the better; 
He will turn Gentleman a great deal ſooner. 
Dot, Very weak Legs. 
Maſt. Strong as the Time allows, Sir. 
Dot. What's that Fellow ?' 
| Maſt. Who, this? The fineſt. Thing: i in "all the 
World, Sir, | 
The punctualleſt, and the perfedteſt; an Engliſh Metal, 
But coined in France; your Servant's Servant, Sir, 
Do you underſtand that? or your Shadow's Servant. 
Will you buy him to my in a Box! Kiſs your Hand 
- Sirrah 3 
Let fall your Cloak on one Shoulder ; 3 face to your left 


Hand; 
Feather your Hat; lope your Hat 3 now | charge your 
Honour. | 
What think you of this Fellow? I 394 3b Þ 
Is DoF. 
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Do#. ladeed, I know not; 
I never ſaw ſuch an Ape before. But, hark out 
ou theſe things Ce] in his Nature. 
. Yes, yes: | 
eee his Creed come do = more. 1 
Quarrel a little, and take him for your Enemy, 


\ 
# 


Do it in dumb Show. Now obſerve him nearly. 


Dot. This Fellow's mad, ſtark mad. 
Maſt. Belicve they are all ſo. Led © 
I have ſold a hundred of em. 
DoF. A ſtrange Nation! 
What may the Women be? 
Maſt. As mad as they 
And, as I have heard for Truth, A great deal madder : : 
Yet you may find ſome civil T hings amongſt *em ; 
But they are not reſpected. Nay, never wonder; 
They have a City, Sir, I have been in't, 
And therefore dare affirm it; where, if you ſaw 
With what a Load of Vanity tis fraughted, 
How like an everlaſting Morris-dance it looks; 0 
Nothing but Hobby horſe, and Maid- -marrians 88 
You would ſtart indeed ?. . | 
Doe. They are handſome '* Hug . 
Maſt. Ves; if they would thank hb Maker, 
And ſeek no further; but they have new Creators, 
God Taylor, and God Mersesz⸗ a kind of Jews, Sir, 


But faPn into Idolatry, for they worſhip - 


Nothing with ſo much Service, as the Com-calves. 
Dot. What do you mean * 2 
Maſt. Why their Women 

Will you ſee im do any more Tricks 7 
Dot. Tis enough, I than you 


But yet I'll buy him, for the Rareneſs of him, 


He may make- my: princely: Patient Wan, and that 


. 


9 You would Sig indeed. 


This is a pretty Piece of Satire-upon the Feexch, and ſhews us that 
then were more the Objects of Ridieule i in thoſe Days, than whatthey 


are in the preſent, 


rl 
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I'll claim him in my Study, that at void Hours | 
I may run o'er the Story of his Country. 
Maſt. His Price is forty. +. 
Doct. Hold Ill once be ſooliſh, 
And buy a Lump of Levity to laugh at. 
_ Apoth. Will your Worſhip walk? 
Do#. How now, Apothecary, 
Have you been buying too? 
Apoth, A little, Sir; 
A Doſe or two of Miſchief, 
Dog. Fare ye well, Sir: | 
As theſe prove, we ſhall look the next Wind for you. 
Maſt. I ſhall be with you, Sir. 
Doc. Who bought this Fellow? 
2 Cit. Not I. 
Apoth. Nor I. | 
Do#. Why do's he follow us, ten b 
Maſt. Did not I tell you he would ſteal to 56? 
2 Cit. Sirrab. 
ou mouldy chops! know yout eũb⸗ Iwould wilt ous 
And get from whence you came, 
Slave. I came from no Place. | 
DoF. Wilt thou be my Fool; for Fools, ey fo 
will tell Truth. 
Sia. Yes, if you will give me leuve; Sir, e6abuſt you, 
For I can do that naturally. 
Doct. And I can beat you. 
Slave. I ſhould be ſorry, elfe, St! 
Maſt. He looks for that; as duly' as his Victunls, 
And will be extreme ſick when hi is not beaten. 
He will be as wanton, when he has a Bont chen, 
As a Cat in a Bowl bf the E Water. - 
De#. You will part with him? 
Maſt: To ſuch: an 4 as 8 Sir. 
Dot. And without Money ? 
Maſt, Not à e 
And would he were bettef for you 
_Do#, Follow me, then, e 
The Knave may teach me wt 2 
* 4 
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Slave. Something, that | 
You dearly may repent ; howe'er you ſcorn me, 
The Slave may prove your Maſter. 
Doz?. Farewel once more. | 
Maſt. Farewel, hen the Wind ſerves next, 
expect me. nde. 


SCENE IL 


Kater Caculo, and os John. 


Cuc. Come Sir, you are mine, Sir, now; you ſerve 


a Man, Sir, 
That, when you know more, "_ will find. 
John. I hope ſo. | | 
Cuc. What do'ſt thou hope? 
Jobn. To find you a kind Maſter. | 
Cuc. Find you yourſelf a diligent true Servant, A 
And take the Precept of the wiſe before you, 
And then you may hope; Sirrah. Underſtand : 
You ſerve What is me? a Man of Credit. 
John, Yes, Sir. | 
Cuc. Of ſpecial Credit, ſpecial Office : 1 5 
Hear firſt and underſtand again, of ſpecial Office. | 
A Man that nods upon the thing he meets, | 
And that thing bows. 
Jobn. *Tis fit it ſhould r 
Cuc. It ſhall do ſo. A Man near all importance. 
Do#ſt thou digeſt this truly? = Sb 
Jobn. I hope I ſhall, Sir. 
Cuc. Beſides, thou art to ſerve a noble Miſtreſs,” 1 
Of equal Place and Truſt. Serve uſefully; 
Serve all with Diligence, but her Delights; 
There make your Stop. She is a Woman, Sirrah; 
And though a cull'd out Virtue, yet a Woman. 
'Thou art not troubled with the Strength of Blood, 
And ſtirring Faculties; for ſhe will ſhow a fair one? 


Jobn. As Tam a Man, I may; but as I am your Man, . 


Four truſty, uſcful Man, thoſe —— ſhall r 
1. 


1 


oped Red — kk „„ 
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Cuc. Tis apt, and well diſtinguiſh'd. The next 

Piecept, 
And then, obſerve me, you have all your Daity's $72 þ 
Keep, as thou wouldſt keep thine Wa all Wine 
ſrom her, | 
All talk of Wine. 

Jobn. Wine is a Comfort, Sir. 

Cuc. A Devil, Sir; let her not dream of Wine: : 
Make her believe there neither I is, nor was | 
Swear it. f 

John. Will you have me Ive? 

Cuc. To my End, Sir; 

For if one Drop of Wine but creep into iy a" 

She is the wiſeſt Woman in the World ſtraight,” 

And all the Women in the World together 

Are but a Whiſper to her; a thouſand Iron-mills 

Can be heard no further then a Pair of Nut- crackers: 
Keep her from Wine, Wine makes her dangerous. | 
Fall back—my Lord Dos Pedro / | 


Eurer Pedro. 
Ped. Now Mr. Office: 
What is the Reaſon that your vigilant Crane 
And your Wife's wonderful Wiſeneſs haue lock d up 
fromme 
The Way to ſee my Miſtreſs? Whoſe Dog's 5 dead now, 
That my obſerve theſe Vigils ? 
Cuc. Very well, my Lord! 
Belike, we obſerve no Law then, nor no Order; 3 
Nor feel no Power, nor Will of him that made em, 
When State- commands thus Nightly are diſputed. 
Ped. What State-commands ? doſt thou think any 
Stute 
Would give thee any thing but Eggs to keep, 
Or truſt thee with a Secret above louſing? 
Cuc. No, no, my Lord, I am not paſſionate; 5 
You cannot work me that Way to betray me, 
A Point there is in't, that you muſt not ſee, Sir, 


A Secret and a ſerious Point of . too; ä 
And 
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And do not urge it further, do not, Lord, 
It will not take; you deal with them that wink not. 
You try'd my Wile, alas! you thought ſhe' was fooliſh, 
Won with an empty Word—you have not found it. 
Pied. I've found a Pair of Coxcombs, that I am ſure 
on. 
Cuc. Your Lordſhip may: ſay chree — T am not 
te. 
Ped. How he? 
Cuc. Lour Lordſhip found a faithful cen 
Strong, and inſcrutable as the Viceroy's Heart, 
A Woman of another making, Lord: 
And, leſt ſhe-might partake with Woman's Weakneſs, 
Tee purchas'd her a Rib to make her perfect; 


— 


A Rib that will not ſhrink, nor break i'th' bending : . 


This Trouble we are put to, to prevent things, 
Which your good Lordſhip holds but neceſſary. 

Ped. A Fellow of a handſome and free Promiſe, 
And much, methinks, I'm taken with his Countenance. 
Do you ſerve this Yeoman, Porter? 

Cuc. Not a Word, 

: Baſta, your Lordſhip may diſcourſe you Freedom; 
He is a Slave of State, Sir; ſor of Silence. 

Ped. You are very punctual, State · cut; fare da 
I ſhall find Time to fit you too, I fear not. f Exit Ped. 

Cut. 2 * I ſhall fir you Lord. You would be 

| illing; 
You are too hot, ſweet Lord; too hot. Syn home. 
And there obſerve theſe Leſſons I firſt taught yous 
Look to your Charge abundantly; be wary, 
Truſty and wary: much Weight hangs upon me, 
Watchful and wary too! This Lord is dangerous, 
Take courage and reſiſt— for other Uſes, 
Your Miſtreſs: will inform yau. - Go, be faithful, 
And, do you hear t no Wine. 

Joby: 4 thalt obſerve; Sir, INT [ets T Exeint. 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Doctor and Surgeons. 


Dock. He muſt take th' Air. 
I Surg. Sir, under your: Correction, 
The Violence of Motion may make 


His Wounds bleed freſh. 


2 Surg. And he hath loſt already 


Too much Blood, in my Judgment. 


DoF. I allow that; 
But to choke up his Spirits i in a dark Room, 
Is far more dangerous. He comes; no 9 


Enter Mihreimcy, 


Mar. Certain we b desen, nor that Soul 


Created of that Pureneſs Books perſuade us 
We underſtand not ſure, nor feel that Sweetneſs 


hat Men call Virtue's Chain to link our Actions. 1 


ur Imperfections form, and flatter us; 
A Will to raſh and rude Things is our Reaſon, 
And that we glory in, that makes us guilty. 


Why did I wrong this Man, unmanly. wrong him? 


Unmannerly? He gave me no Occaſion; _ 
In all my Heat how noble was his Temper! 


And, when I had forgot both Man and Manhood, 


With what a gentle Bravery did he chide me! 


And, ſay he had kilf dme, whither had Inravell'd? 


Kill'd me in all my Rage, — oh, how it ſhakes me! 


Why didſt thou do this, Fool? a Woman raoght a 


The Devil and his Angel, Woman, bid me. 
I am a Beaſt, the wildeſt of all Beaſts, 


And like a Beaſt I make my Blood my Maſter. 


Farewel, farewel for ever, name of Miſtreſs? _ 
Out of my Heart I croſs thee ; Love and Women 


Out of my. Thoughts: 


Dos. 
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Doc. I, now you ſhe your Manhood. 

Mar. Doctor, believe we, 1 have bought my Know- 

a 

And dearly, Doctor; they are dang'rous Creatures, 
They ſting at both Ends, Doctor; worthleſs Creatures, 
And all their Loves and Favours end in Ruins. 

Doct. To Man, indeed: | 

Mar. Why now thou tak'ſt me rightly. 
What can they ſhew, or be? what Act deſerve us 
While we have Virtue, and purſue her Beauties ? 

DoF. And yet I've heard of many virtuous Women. 


Mar. Not many, Doctor; there your Reading fails | 


ou: 
Would * were more, and in their Loves leſs 
Dangers! 
Do#. Love is a noble thing without all Doubt, Sir. 
Mar. Yes, and an excellent. to cure the Itch. [Ex. 
1 Surg. Strange Melancholy! 
Do#?. By Degrees*twill leſſen: 
Provide your Things. BY 
2 Surg. Our Care ſhall not be wanting, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE . 
Bure Leonora and Almira, | 


Leo. Good Madam, for your Health's Sake . 


thoſe Clouds up, 

That feed upon your Beauties like Diſeaſes. 
Time's Hand will turn again, and what he ruins 
Gently reſtore, and wipe off all your Sorrows. 
Believe you are to blame, much to blame, Lady: 


Lou tempt his loving Care whoſe Eye has number d. 


All our ne and the Time & to cure em: 


10 — io Eye has numbered 
_ All 1 Ee. 
ere is a beautiful Paſſage, in Hamlet, { ething funilarto this which 
I ſhall here tranſcribe. — OY 


* | You 


F 
I 
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You rather with this Torrent choak his Mercies 


Than gently ſlide into his Providence. 
Sotrows are well allow'd, and ſweeten Nature, 


Where they expreſs no more than Drops on Lillies: 


But, when they fall in Storms, they bruife our Hopes, 

Make us unable (though our Comforts meet us) | 

To hold our Heads up. Come, you thall take Sant 
fort; 

This is a ſullen Grief baten el d men, 

That feel a Weight of Sorrow through their Souls. 

Do but look up Why ſo -s not this better 


Than hanging down your Head ſtill like a Violet, 


And dropping out thoſe ſweet 2 1 for a eee 
Pray you ſpeak a little. | 

Alm. Pray you deſire no more. 
And, if you love me, ſay no more. 

Leo. How fain 
(If I would be as wilful, and partake in't) 3 
Would you deſtroy yourſelf ? ? how often, Lad, 
Ev'n of the ſame Diſeaſe have you cur'd me, a 
And ſhook me out on't; chid me, tumbled me, 
And forced my Hands, thus? 

Alm. By theſe Tears, no more! 

Leo. You are too prodigal of 'em. Well, 1 will not, 
For though my Love bids me tranſgreſs your Will, 
have a Service to your Sorrows ſtill. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE v. | 
Enter Pedro and Don J ohn. 


John, Indeed, my Lord, my Place is not ſo near : 
I wait below-ſtairs, and there tit, and wait 


— — — o perſeuere | 
In obflinate Condolement, does a S107 1 
As impious Stubbornneſs, unmanly Grief, - OY 
It. pews a Will moſt incorrect to Heaven; 
4 Heart unfirtified, a Mind impatient, 
An Under, PN fomple and anfeved 4 


1 
1 


4 I. Scene FO 
Who 
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Who comes to feek Acceſſes; nor is it, Sir, 
My Rudeneſs ſhould intrude fo near their Lodgings. 
Ped. Thou may ſt invent a Way, tis but a Trial; 
But carrying up this Letter, and this Token, 
And giving em diſcreetly to my Miſtreſs, 
The Lady Leonora — there's my Purſe, 
Or any thing thou' lt aſk me. If thou knew'ſt me, 
And what I may be to thee for this Courteſy 
Jobn. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks ſo honeſtly, and freely, 
That by my Troth I'll venture. 
Ped. I dearly thank thee. 
Johr. And it ſhall coſt me hard —nay, keep Four 
5 P urſe, Sir: 
For, though my Body's bought, my Mind was never: 
Though Jam bound, my Courteſies are no Slaves. 
Ped. Thou ſhouldſt — truly gentle. 
Fohn. If I were ſo, 
The State I am in, bids-you not believe it. 
But to the Purpoſe, Sir, give me your Letter, 


And next your Counſel, for I ſerve a crafty Miſtreſs. 


Ped. _ ſhe muſt be remoy'd, thou wilt elſe ne'er 
o it. 

Jobn. I, there's the Plague.— Think, and bl think 

awhile too. | | 

' Ped, Her Huſband's ſaddenlyfal'n Gck. 

Jen. She cares not 
If he were dead; indeed, it would do better : 

Ped. Would he were hang'd. 

=_ Then ſhe would run mad for Joy, Sir. 

ed. Some Lady crying out. 

Jobn. She has two already. 

Ped. Her Houſe is a Fire? 

Jobn. Let the Fool, my Huſband quench it.“ 
This will be her Anfwer— This may take, will, ſure. 
Tour Lordſhip muſt go preſently, and ſend me 
Two or three Bottles of your beſt Greek Wine; Ho 
The ſtrongeſt, and ſweeteſt. | 
Ped. Inſtantly: 


But will that do? * d. (Bu Pedro | 
| 2 | Jobs. 
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John. Let me alone to work it. 


Wine I was charged to keep by all means from her: 


All ſecret Locks it opens, and all Counſels, 
That I am ſure, and gives men all Acceſſes. 8 
Pray Heaven ſhe be not loving, when ſhe's drunk now, 
(For drunk ſhe ſhall be, though my Pate pay far it) 
She'll turn my Stomach then ahomin 

She has a moſt wicked Face, and that Joud Face 
Being a drunken F ace, what Fe ace will there be! 

She cannot raviſh me. Now, if my Maſter 


Should take her ſo, and know I miniſter'd, 


What will his Widom do ?—I hope be drunk too; 
And then all's right. Well, Lord, to do the Service, 


Above theſe Puppit- plays, I keep a Life yet. 


Here come the Executioners. You ate welcome: 


Give me your Load, and joll: my Lords I am at it. 


Enter Servant with Bottles. 


| Serv. I will, Sir: ſpeed you, Sir. Exit. 
Jobn. Good Speed on all Sides. | 
Tis ſtrong, ſtrong Wine: Ob, the Yauns Jl ado 


make, 


Lock t' your Stern, dear Miſtreſs, and ficer right, 


Here's that will work, as high as the Bay of Porige. 
Stay, let me ſee I'll try her by the Noſe firſt; Y 


For, if ſhe be a "we S ſure my find i it, 


Enter Borachia. * 


She is yonder by herſelf, the Lady 8 brach her. 


Now to begin my Sacrifice— e ſtirs, and vents it. 
O, how ſhe holds her Noſe up like a Jenner 
Ph. Wind of Crab matel She has it full, now; * 
And now ſhe comes. I'll ſtand aſide awhile, | 
Bor. N Wine! I fure dis Wine 4 excellent ſtrong 
— 
rer muſt I take it: vety Wine: chis Way too. 4 
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John. How true ſhe hunts? Pll make the Train a 
little longer. 
Bor. Stronger and ſtronger ſtill! ſtill bleed wine, 
John. Now ; ſhe hunts hot. | 
Bor. All that F can make for this Wine! 


This Way it went, ſure. 


Jobn. Now ſhe is at a cold Scent. 


Make out your Doubles, Miftreſs. Oh, well hunted! 


That's ſhe! that's ſhe! 
Bor, O, if I could but ſee it! 
Oh what a precious Scent it has! but handle it! 
Jobn. Now I'll untappice. © 
Bor. What's that? ftill *ris ſtronger. 
Why how now, Sirrah ! what's that ? anfwer quickly, 
And to the Point. 
Fobn. Tis Wine, forſooth, good Wine, 
Excellent Candi-wine. 
Bor. Tis well, forſooth ! 
Is this a Drink for Slaves ? Why, ſawcy Sirrah, 
(Excellent Candi- wine) draw nearer to me. 
Reach me a Bottle---Why, thou moſt debauch'd Slave 
_ FJobn. Pray be not angry, Miſtreſs; for with all my 


Service 


And Pains, I purchas d this for You, I dare n not drink 


it; 
For you a Preſent, only for your Plealare,” 
To ſhew. in little what Thanks I owe 
The hourly Courteſies your Goodneſs gives me. 
Bor. And I will give thee more; there kiſs my Hand 


on't. 
Jobn. I thank you dearly — for your dirty F avour: 
How rank it ſmells! 3 ll. 


Bor. By thy Leave, ſweet Bottle, | 
And Sugar-candi-wine, I now come to thee 3. } 
Hold your Hand under 
John. How does your Worſhip like it? 
Bor. Under again—again—and now come kiſs me; ; 
Fl be a Mother to thee Come, drink to me. 
Fobn. 1 do beſeech crak Pardon, Bor. 


* 


1d 
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Zor. Here's to thee, then; [8 
I am ealily entreated for thy good: 
Tis naught for thee, indeed, wh - *Twill make thee break 
out; 
Thou haſt a pure 133 — Now, for me 
*Tis excellent, *tis excellent for me. | | 
Son- ſlave, I have a cold Stomach, and VA Wind — 
Jobn. Blows out a Cry at your both Ends. [4/7 Fae, 
Bor. Kiſs again — | 
Cheriſh thy Lips, for thou ſhalt kiſ fair Ladies. 


Son- ſlave I have them for thee — l'll ſhew thee all. 


John. Heav'n bleſs mine E yes! [Aide 
Bor. Ev'n all the Secrets, Son-llave, 
In my Dominion. 
Jobn. Oh! Here come the Ladies : | 
Now to my Buſineſs. | 1 


Enter Almira and Leonora: 


Leon. This Air will much refreſh you. 
Alm. I muſt fit down, 
Leon. Do, and take freer Thoughts ; 

The Place invites you, and I walk by, like your Sentinel. 
Bor. And thou ſhalt be my Heir, I'Il leave thee all, 

Heav'nknows to what twill amount to; but Abundance. 

I'll leave thee two young Ladies, what think you of 

that, oy? 

Where is the Bottle — Two delicate young Ladies: 

But firſt you ſhall commit with me. Do you mark Son, 

And ſhew yourſelf a Gentleman, that's the Truth, Son: 
Jobn. Excellent Lady, kiffing your fair Hand, 

And humbly craving Pardon for rue ; 

This Letter, and this Ring - | 
Leon. From whom, I pray you, Sir? | 
Jobn. From the moſt noble, loving Lord, Don Pedro, 

The Servant of your Virtues. 

Bor. And priythee, good Son-llave, be wiſe and cir- 


cumſpect. | 
And take heed of being 8 wich too much Drink; 


Vor. bk KK: | For 
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For it is a lamentable Sin, and ſpoils all : 
Why 'tis the damnableſt Thing to be nk Son, + 
Heay'n can't endure it. And hark you — One Thing 
I would have done: 
Knock my Huſband on the Head, as ſoon as may be, 
For he is an arrant Puppy, and cannot perform 
Why, where the Devil is this fooliſh Bottle? 
Leon. I much thank you and this, Sir, for you Bains. 
John. No, gentle Lady, 
That I can do him Service, is my Merit, 
My Faith, my full Reward, 
Leon. Once more, I thank you. 
Since I have met ſo true a Friend to Goodneſs, 
I dare deliver to your Charge, my Anſwer : 


Pray you, tell him, Sir, this Night I do invite him a 


To meet me in the Garden. Means he may find, 

For Love, they ſay, wants no Abilities. 

John. Nor ſhall he, Madam, if my Help may proſper. 

So everlaſting Love, and Sweetneſs, bleſs you. 

She's at it ſtill, I dare not now appear to her. 

Alm. What Fellow's that? | 
Leon. Indeed I know not, Madam, 

It ſeems of ſome ſtrange Country by his Habit; 

Nor can I ſhew you by what Myſtery 

He wrought himſelf into this Place, prohibired. | 

Alm. A handſome Man. 

Leon. But ot a Mind more handſome. 
Alm. Was his Buſineſs to you? 

Leon, Yes, from a Friend you woot of. 
Alm. A very handſome Fellow, 

And well demean'd. 

Leon. Exceeding well, and ſpeaks well. 
Alm. And ſpeaks well too? 
Leon, I, paſſing well, and freely, 
And as he promiſes of a moſt clear Nature, 
Brought up ſure far above his Shew : 
Alm. It ſeems ſo: 

I.would I'd heard him, Friend. Comes he r "al 
Leon. Indeed, I know not if he do. 
Aim, *Tis no Matter 

Come 
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Come let's walk in. 
Leon. I am glad you have found your Tongue, yet. ©. 
[ Borachia /ings. 


Enter Cuculo. 


cuc. My Wife is very merry; ſure *twas her Voice = 

Pray Heav'n there be no Drink in't, then J allow it. 
Jobn. Tis ſure my Maſter. Now the Game begins; 

Here will be ſpitting of Fire o both Sides preſently ; z 3: | 

Send me but ſafe deliver'd ! | 
Cuc. O my Heart achs ! 

My Head achs too — Mercy o'me ſhe's periſh'd! 

| She has gotten Wine! She is gone for ever! | 
Bor. Come 1 Ladies ! carry your Bodies ſwim- 

min 

Do your three Duties then, then fall behind me. | 
Ge. O thou pernicious Raſcal ! W hat haſt thou done? 
Jobn. I done: : Alas! Sir I have done Nn 
Cuc. Sirrah, 

How came he by this Wine? 

Jobn. Alas! I know not. 
Bor. Who's that, that talks of Wine there? 
Jobn. Forſooth, my Maſter. | 
Bor. Brin 159 before me, Son- ſlave. 
Cuc. I will know it. 
This Bottle? How this Boule? 
Bor. Do not ſtir it; 

For, if you do; by this good Wine, 2 knock youz | 

Pl] beat you damnably ; yea and nay, I'll beat you; 

And when I have broke it about your Head (do-you mark 

me 7). 

Then will I tie it to 2 Worthip? 8 Tail, 

And all the Dogs i'th Town ſhall Follow you: 

No Queſtion I Sand adviſe you how I came by it; 

[ will have none of theſe Points hatidled now. 
Cur. Shell never be well again; while the World ſtands: 
Jobn. 1 hope ſo. 

Cuc. How doſt thou, Lamb? 


Bor. Well, God- -a-mercy Bell-weather how doſt thou? 
L 2 . Stand 
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Stand out — Son- ſlave, fir, you here, and before this 
Worſhipful Audience 
Propound a doubtful Queſtion — See who's drunk now. 
Cuc. Now, now it works, the Devil now dwells in her. 
Bor. Whether the Heaven, or the Earth, be nearer 
the Moon? 
Or what's the natural Reaſon, why a Woman longs 
To make her Huſband'a Cuckold ? Bring me your 
Coulin 
The Curate now, that great Philoſpher; ; 
He that found out a Pudding had two Ends; 
That learned Cle, k, that notable Gymnolophiſt, 
And let him with his Jacob s-Staff diſcover 
What is the third Part of three Farthings, three 
Half Pence being the half, and I am ſatisfied. 
Cuc. You ſee ſhe hath Learning enough, if ſhe could 
diſpole it. 
Bor. Too much for thee, thou Logger head, thou 
185 Bull-head. 
Cuc. Nay, good Boracbia. 
Bar. Thou a ſufficient Stateſ- man? 


A Gentleman of Learning? Hang thee, Dog:-Whelp; 3 


Thou Shadow of a Man of Action; 

Thou Scab o'th Court Go ſleep, you drunken Raſcal; 

You debauch'd Puppy, get you Home, and ſleep, Sirrah; 

And ſo will I, Son-ſlave — Thou ſhalt ſleep with me. 
Cuc. Pr ythee, look to her tenderly. i | 
Bor. No Words, Sirrah, 

Of any Wine, or any thing like Wine, | 

Or any thing concerning Wine, or by Wine, 


Or from, or with Wine — Come, lead me like a Counteſs. 


Cuc. Thus muſt we bear, poor Men! There is a Trick 


in't; 


But, when ſheis well again, PII trick her for it [ Excunt. 


The End of the 3 


ACT 
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ACTIV. SCENE I. 


Enter Pedro. 


OW, if this honeſt Fellow do but proſpery 
I hope I ſhall make fair Return. I wonder 

I hear not from the Prince of Tarent, yet: | 

I hope he's landed well, and to his Safety; 

The Winds have ſtood molt gently to his Funes 

My honeſt Friend! 


Pea. 


Enter Don John. 


John. Your Lordſhip's pooreſt Servant. 

Ped. How haſt thou ſped ? 

John. My Lord, as well as Wiſhes : ' | 
My Way hath reach'd your Miſtreſs, and deliver'd 
Your Love-letter, and Token, who, with all Joy, 
And virtuous Conſtancy, deſires to ſee you. | 
Commands you this Night, by her loving Power, 
To meet her in the Garden. 

Ped. Thou haſt made me, 
Redeem'd me, Man, again from all my Sorrows; 
Done above Wonder for me. Is it ſo? 

Jobn. I ſhould be now too old to learn to lie, Sir; 
And, as live, I never was a good Flatterer. 

Ped. I do ſee ſomething in this Fellow's Face, 
That ties my Heart faſt to 5 him. [46 de. Let me love 

thee, | 

Nay, Jet me honour thee for this fair Service, 
And if J e'er forget it . 


Jobn. Good my Lord, 


1 My Lord as well as ewi/hes. 

There is certainly ſome Miſtake in this Anſwer, though the Senſe 
is very plain: I am apt to think it is the Fault of the Printer and 
that we ought to read | 

As well as my Lord wiſhes 1. e. equal to your E xpectations. 
L 3 The 
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The only Knowledge of me, is too much Bounty. 
My Service, and my Life, Sir, 
Ped. I ſhall think on't ; 

But how for me to get Acceſs ? 

Jobn. Tis eaſy, | | 
I' be your Guide, Sir, all my Care ſhall lead you; 
My Credit's better than you think. 


* 


Ded. I thank you, 
And ſoon Il! wait your Promiſe. 
John, With all my Duty. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Viceroy, Meſſina, Doctor, and Cuculo. 


Do#. All's as I tell you, Princes; you ſhall here 

Be witneſs to his Fancies, Melancholly, 

And ſtrong Imagination of the Wrongs. 

His Inhumanity to Don Antonio | 

Hath rent his Mind into ſo many Pieces 

Of various Imaginations, that 

Like the celeſtial Bow, this Colour now 

The Object, then another, till all vaniſh. | 

He ſays a Man might watch to Death, or faſt, 

Or think his Spirit out; to all which Humours, 

I do apply myſelf, checking the Bad, 

And cheriſhing the Good. For theſe, I have 
Prepar'd my Inſtruments, fitting his Chamber 

With Trap-doors, and Deſcents ; ſometimes preſenting 
Good Spirits of the Air, bad of the Earth, 
| To pull down or advance his fair Intentions, 

He's of a noble Nature, yet ſometimes | 

Thinks that which by Confederacy I do, 

Is by ſome Skill in Magick. Here [4 Bed drawn forth, 

he comes. Martino upon it, a 
Unſent -] do beſeech you, what do Book in his Hand, 
you read, Sir? Ee 


Mar. A ſtrange Poſition which goth much perplex 


me ; 
That 


1. 


ng 


at 
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That every Soul's alike, a muſical Inſtrument; 

The Faculties in all Men equal Strings, 

Well or ill handled; and thoſe ſweet or harſh. [ Ex. Dod. 
How I like a F idler I have play*d on mine, then! 
Deelin'd the high Pitch of my Birth and Breeding, 

Like the moſt barb'rous Peaſant; read my Pride 

Upon Antonio's meck humility, 

Wherein he was far valianter than J. 

Meakneſe, thou wait'ſt upon couragious Spirits, 
Enabling Suff' rance paſt Inflictions: 

In Patience Tarent overcame me more 

Than in my Wounds. Live, then, no more to Men; 
Shut Day-light from thine Eyes, here caſt thee down, 
And with a ſullen Sigh breathe forth thy Soul. 

What Art? an Apparition, or a Man ? 


Enter Dofor like a Friar. 


Do8. A Man, and ſent to counſel thee. 
Mar. Deſpair 


Has ſtopt mine Ears. Thou ſeem'ſt a holy Friar? 


Dot. I am, by Doctor Paulo ſent to tell chee 
Thou art too cruel to thyſelf in ſeeking 
To lend Compaſſion and Aid to others. 
My Order bids me comfort thee ; I've heard all 
Thy various, troubled Paſſions: Hear but my Story. 
In way of Youth I did enjoy one Friend, 
As good and perfect as Heav'n e*re made Man: 
This Friend was lighted to a beauteous Woman 
(Nature proud of hg her Workmanſhip) mutual Love 
Poſffd * em both; her Heart in his breaſt lodg'd, 
And his in hers— 
Mar. No more of Love good F Aber ; 
It was my Surfeit, and I loath it now, 
As Men in Fevers meat they fell ſick on. p 
Do#. Howe'er *tis worth your Hearing. This be- 
troth'd Lady. 
(The Ties and Duties a Friend forgotten) 


Spur'd on by Luft, I treach*roufly purſuꝰd: 
L 4 = Contemn'd 


132 A GERT WOMAN, 
Contemn'd by her, and by my Friend reprov'd, 
Deſpiſed by honeſt Men, my Conſcience ſear'd up, 
Love I converted into frantick Rage; 
And, by that falſe Guide led, I ſummon'd him 
In this bad Cauſe, his Sword *ginft mine, to prove 
If he, or I, might claim moſt Right in Love. 
But Fortune (that does ſeld' or never give 
Succeſs to Right and Virtue) made him fall | 
Under my Sword. Blood, Blood, a Friend's dear 
Blood, 
A virtuous Friend's ſhed by a Villain, me, 
In ſuch a monſtrous and unequal Cauſe, 
Lies on my Conſcience. | 
Mar. And durſt thou live. 
After this, to be ſo old? ' tis an Illuſion 
Rais'd up by Charms. A Man would not have liv'd, 
Art quiet in thy Boſom ? 
DoF. As the Sleep 
Of Infants. h 
Mar. My Fault did not equal this; 
Yet I have emptied my Heart of Joy. 
Only to ſtore ſighs up. What were the Arts 
That made thee live ſo long in Reſt ? 
Doc. Repentance | | 
Hearty, that cleans'd me: Reaſon then confirm'd me 
I was forgiv'n, and took me to my Beads. [Ex. Dock. 
Mar. I'm in the wrong Path; tender Conſcience 
Makes me forget mine Honour: I have done 
No Evil like this, yet I pine ; whilſt he, 
A few Tears of his true Contrition tender'd, 
Securely ſleeps. Ha! where keeps Peace of Conſcience 
That I may buy her? No where; not in Life. 
*Tis feign'd that Jupiter two Veſſels plac'd, 
The one with Honey filPd, the other Gall, 75 
At th'Entry of O/ympaus : Deſtiny Tn 
There brewing theſe together, ſuffers not 15 
One man to paſs, before he drinks this Mixture. 7. 
Hence is it we've not an Hour of Life Bo 
In which our Pleaſures reliſh not ſome Pain; 
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Our Sours ſome Sweetneſs. Love doth taſte bf both. 
Revenge, that thirſty Dropſy of our Souls, 
Which makes us covet that which hurts us moſt, 
Is not alone ſweet, but partakes of Tartneſs. 
Meſſ. Is't not a ſtrange Effect? 
Vice. Paſt Precedent. 
Cuc. His Brain-pan's periſh'd with his = WOE Go 
to; 
I knew 't would come to this. 
Vice. Peace, Man of Wiſdom! 
Mar. Pleaſure's the Hook of Evil; Eaſe of Care, 
And ſo the general Object of the Court: 
Yet ſome Delights are lawful. Honour is 


| Virtue's allow'd Aſcent; Honour that claſps 


All perfect Juſtice in her Arms; that craves 
No more reſpect than what ſhe gives; that does 


| Nothing but what ſhe'll ſuffer. — This diſtracts me; 


But I have found the right. Had Don Antonio 


Done that to me, I did to him, 1 thould have killd 


him; 


The Injury ſo foul, and done in publicæ, 


My Foot man would not bear it. Then in Honour 
Wronging him ſo, PII right him on myſelf: 
There's Honour, Juſtice, and full Satisfaction 
Er tender. Gee: tis  reſoly'd, Pl! do't. 


nter Doctor (like a Sollier) * the Engliſh Slave 


(lite @ Courtier.) 


Slave. They take all Weapons from me. 
Meſſ. Bleſs my Son! 
Vice. The careful Doctor's come again. 
Meſſ. Rare Man! 
How ſhall I pay this Debt? 
Cuc, He that 1s with him, 
Is one o'th* Slaves he lately bought, he ſaid 
T*accommodate his Cure, He's Englifþ born, 
But French in his Behaviour; a delicate Slave. 
Vice. The Slave is very fine, 


"Cat 


145 A VERY WOMAN. 


Cuc. Your Engliſh Slaves 
Are ever ſo; I've ſeen an Englifþ Slave 
Far finer than his Mafter. There's a State-point 
Worthy your Obſervation. | 


=> 


Doc. On thy Life, 
Be perfect in thy Leſſon. Fewer 1255 Slave! 
Mar. 115 are ſearch'd and anſwer'd; for 
Deſire a Soldier and a Courtier, 
To yield me Satisfaction in ſome Doubts 
Not yet concluded of. 
Dag. Your Doctor did 
Admit us, Sir. 
Exg. Slave. And we are at your Service z ; 
Whate'er it be, command it. 
Mar. You appear 2 
A Courtier in the Race of Love; how far 
In Honour are you bound to run? 
Eng. Slave. Tl tell you, 
You muſt not ſpare Expence, but wear gay Cloathe, 
And you may be too prodigal of Oaths 
To win a Miſtreſs? Favour ; not afraid 
To paſs unto her through her Chamber- maid. 
You may preſent her Gifts, and of all Sorts, 
Feaſt, dance and revel ; they ate lawful Sports : 
The Choice of Suitors you muſt not deny her, 
Nor quarrel though you find a Rival by her: 
Build on your own Deſerts, and ever be 
A Stranger to Love's Enemy, Jealouſy, 


For that draws on 8 

Mar. No more; this points at me, [Ex. Slave 
I ne'er obſerv d theſe Rules. Now ſpeak, old Soldier, 
The Height of Honour? 


Do#. No Man to offend, 
Ne'er to reveal the Secrets of a Friend ; 
Rather to ſuffer, than to do, a Wrong; 
To make the Heart no Stranger to the Tongue; 
Provok'd, not to betray an Enemy, 
Nor eat his Meat I choak with Flattery; | 
Ws | Bluſhlels 


[ave 
"I 


hleſs 


' Bluſhleſs to tell wherefore I wear my Scars, 
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8 


Or for my Conſcience, or my Country's Wars; 


To aim at juſt Things; if we've wildly run 


Into Offences, wiſh em all undone, 
'Tis poor, in Grief for a wrong done, to die“; 
Honour, to dare to live, and fatisfy, 1 85 
Vice. Mark how he winds him. 
Meſſ. Excellent Man! 
Doc. Who fights 


With Paſlions, and o'ercomes 'em, is endu'd 


With the beſt Virtue, paſſive Fortitude. [Ex. Doc. 

Mar. Thou haſt touch'd me Soldier; oh! this Ho- 
nour bears N | 

The right Stamp; would all Soldiers did profeſs 

Thy good Religion! The Diſcords of my Soul 

Are tun'd, and make a heav'nly Harmony: 


What ſweet Peace feel I now; I'm raviſh'd with it. 


Vice. How till he ſits ! [Much 
Cuc. Hark ! Muſick. 3488 
 Meſſ. How divinely | | 
This Artiſt gathers ſcatter'd Senſe; with cunning 


Compoſing the fair Jewel of his Mind, 


Broken in Pieces, and nigh loſt before. 


Enter Doctor, like a Philoſopher : A good andevil Genius 


. preſented. Their Song. While it is ſinging, the Doctor 
goes off, and returns in his own Shape. | 


Vice. See Protean Paulo in another Shape. 


Dod. Away, Tl bring him ſhortly perfect, doubt 
nal. +. | | 


Meſſ. Maſter of thy great Art! 


i poor in Grief, &c. | 
Thus in Stakeſpear „ 
Mine Honour keeps the Weather of my Fate; 
Life every Man holds dear, but the brave Man 
Holes Honour far mare precious dear than Life, | | 
| : Fo Troilus and Cya, Act. V. 
. 
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Vice. As ſuch we'll hold thee. 
Meſſ. And ſtudy Honours for him. 
Cuc. I'll be ſick 
On purpoſe to take Phyſick of this Doctor. [ Exeunt 
Mar. Doctor, thou'ſt perfected a Body's Cure 
T*amaze the World; and almoſt cur'd a Mind 
Near Phrenzy. With Delight I now perceive 
You for my Recreation have invented 
The ſeveral Objects, which my Melancholy 
Sometimes did think you conjur'd, otherwhiles 
Imagin'd 'em Chimeras. You have been 
My Fri riar, Soldier, my Philoſopher, 
My Poet, Architect, my Phyſician ; 
Labour'd for me more than your Slaves for you 
In their Aſſiſtance : In your moral Song 
Of my Good Genius, and my Bad, you've won me 
A 3 heart and baniſh'd Diſcontent ; ; 
There being nothing wanting to my Wiſhes, 
But once more, were it poſlible, to behold 
Don Jobn Antonio. 
Doc. There ſhall be Letters ſent | 
Into all Parts of Chriſtendom, to inform him 
Of your Recovery, which now, Sir, I doubt not. 
Mar. What Honours, what Rewards can I heap 
on you ? 
Do#. That my Endeavours ha e ſo wall ſucceeded, 
Is a ſufficient Recompence. Pray you, retire, Sir; 
Not too much Air ſo ſoon. 


—_— 


Mar. I am obedient. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Almira and Leonora. 


Leon. How ſtrangely this F ellow runs in her Mind! 
Alm. Do you hear, Couſin”? 
Leon. Her Sadneſs clean forſaken. 
Alm. A poor Slave 

Bought for my enn. ſay you? 


1 Leon. 


Vn 


TS 


. 
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Leon. J fear ſo. | 


Alm. And, do you chink, a Turk? 
Leon. His Habit ſhews 1 it, 


At leaſt bought for a Turk. 


An. I, that may be ſo. |» 
Leon. What if he were one naturally? > 
Alm. Nay, *tis nothing, 


Nothing to th' Purpoſe; and yet, e tis ute 


Such Handſomeneſs of Mind, and civil Outſide 


Should ſpring from thoſe rude Countries. 532 


Leon. If it be no more, | 
Il call our Governeſs, and ſhe can ſhew you. 

Alm. Why do you think it is? 

Leon. 1 do not think ſo. 


Alm, Fie! no, no, by no > means, ; and, to tell thee 


Truth, Wench, 
I am truly glad he's here, be what he will: 
Let him be ſtill the ſame he makes a Shew of 5 
For now we ſhall fee ſomething to delight us. 

Leon. And Heav'n knows, we have Need on't. 
Alm. Heigh ho! my Heart akes. | 
Pr'ythee call in our Governeſs. Pox o'this Fel- 

low | 


Creep'd he into my Head? and yet, beſhrew me, 
Methinks I have not ſeen—T lie, I have ſeen 

A thouſand handſomer, ' a thouſand ſweeter. 

But fay this Fellow were adorn'd as they are, 

Set off to Shew and Glory, — Whar's that to me ? 
Fie!” what a Fool am I 7 what idle —_—_ 

Buz 1 in my Brains ? 


Enter Borachia and Leonora. 


Bor. And how doth my ſweet Lady! ? 
Leon. She wants your Company to Ka her 
merry. 


Bor. And how docs Maſter Pug, I 1220 you, 


Madam? 
1 


Exit Leonora. 
Why do l think ſo much of him? how the Devil | 
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Leon. Do you mean her little Dog? | 
Bor. I mean his Worſhip. 

Leon. Troubled with Fleas a little. 
Bor. Alas, poor Chicken ! 


Leon. She's here, and drunk, very fine drunk, 1 


take it, | 
I found her with a Bottle for her Bolſter, 
Eying along, and making Love. 
Alm. Boracbhiu 
Why, where haſt thou been, Wench? ſhe Wels not 
well, Friend. 
Art not with Child? | 
Bor. I promiſe ye, I know not, | 
I am ſure my Belly's full, and that's a ſhrewd Sign: 
Beſides I' am ſhrewdly troubled with a Tigo 
Here in my Head, Madam ; often with this us. 
It takes me very often. 
Leon. ] believe thee. 
Alm. Tou muſt drink Wine. 
Bor. A little would do no Harm, ſure. 
Alm. Tis a raw Humour blows into your Head $ 
Which good ſtrong Wine willtemper. 
Bor. I thank your Highneſs. 
Iwill be rul'd, — much againſt my Nature : 
For Wine, I ever hated from my Cradle; 
Yet for my Good. 
Ton. I, for your Good, by all Means. 
Alm. Borachia,. what new Fellow's that thou haſt 
gotten ? 
(Now ſhe will ſure be free) that handſome: Stranger pl 


Bor. How much Wine muſt I drink, an't Pleate you 


L Ladyſhip? 
Alm. She's finely greaz d. Why two or three round 
Draughts, Wench. 
Bor. Faſting * 0 3 
Alm. At any Time. 
Bor. I ſhall hardly do it: 
But yet I'll try, — Madam. 


Leon. Do; *twill work well, 
Alm; 


1 | 


1d 
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Alm. But, pry'thee anſwer me, what is this Fellow ? 
Bor. Vil tell you two: But let it go no further. | 
Leon. No, no, by no Means. 

Bor. May I not drink before Bed too: ? 


Leon. At any Hour. 


Bor. And ſay 'th* Night it take me? 
Alm. Drink, then: But what's this Man? 
Bor. Pl tell ye Madam, 


| (But pray you be ſecret.) He's the Great Turk's 28 for 


certain; {me 
And a fine Chriſtian : my Huſband bought him for 
He's circumſing'd. | 
Leon. He's circumcis'd, thou wouldſt ſay. 
Alm. How doſt thou Know; | 
Bor. J had an Eye upon him; 


But ev'n as ſweet a Turk, an't like your Ladyſhip, 


And ſpeaks: ye as pure Pagan — I'll aſſure ye, 


My Huſband had a notable: Pennyworth of him. 


And found me but the Turks, own, Sem, his own 
Se 
By Father and Mother, Madam. | 
Leon. She's mad-drunk, &% | 
Am. Prythee, Borachia, call him; I would fee 
| him, 
And tell thee how I: like him. 
Bor. As fine a Turk, Madam, ä 
For that which appertains to a trus Turk: 
Aim. Prythee, call him. 
Bor. He waits here at the Stairs; Son-ſlave come 
hither. 


— 


Enter Don John. 


Pray you give me Leave a little to inſtruct him. 

He's raw yet in the Way of Entertainment. 

Son- ſlave, where's the other Bottle? | 
Jobn. In the Bed-ſtraw ; 

LG, it there. 


Bor. 
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Bor. Go up, and make your Honours. 
Madam, the Tigo takes me now, now Madam, 
I muſt needs be unmannerly, 

Alm. Pray ye be ſo. 

Leon. You know your Cure. | 

Bor. I'th* Bed-ftraw? — © © ED 

John. There you'll find it. | [Exit Borachia, 


Alm. Come hither, Sir: How long have you ſery'd 
| here ? 
Jobn. A poor Time, Made, yet, to ſhew my Ser- 
| vice. 
Alm. I ſee thou art diligent. . 


John. I would be, Madam "i | 
*Tis all the Portion left me, that and Truth. | 
Alm. Thou art but young? 
Fohn. Had Fortune meant me fo, 
Excellent Lady, Time had not much wrong'd me. ; 
Alm. Wilt thou ſerve me? 
Jobn. In all my Prayers, Madam, 
Elſe ſuch a Miſery as mine but blaſts you. 
Am Beſhrew my Heart, he ſpeaks well; wondrous F 
' honeſtly,  #® [19/70 0 
Jobn. Madam, your loving Lord ſtays for 958 
Leon. I thank you. | 
Your Pardon for an Hour, dear F riend. 
Alm. Your Pleaſure. Bis 
Leon. I dearly thank you, Sir. [Exit Leonora. 
Jobn. My humbleſt Service. | EET 
She views me narrowly, yet ſure ſhe knows me 
not: 
I dare not truſt the Time yet, nor I muſt not. [Aldi. 
Alm. You are not as your Habit ſhews | ? 
FJobn. No, Madam; 
His Hand, that for my Sins lies heavy on me, 4 
I hope, will keep me from being a Slave to the Devil 
Alm. * _ clear Mind he as, Nur Au ſea- 
on' 
What Country are you of ? Peel 31 2 
Jobn. A . Lady. | 
Aim 


ia, 


er 


dus 
le, 


Alm, 
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Alm. No doubt, a Gentleman; 
Jobn. My Father thought ſo. _ 
Am. I, and I warrant thee a right fair Woman 
Thy Mother was, he bluſhes, that confirms it. 
Upon my Soul, I have not ſeen ſuch Swen 
I pry'thee, bluſh again. 
John Tis a Welk” Madam. 
I am eaſily this Way woo'd too. 
Vn. |: thank yOu: 


of all that eerT ſaw, thou art the peltedelk FP | 
Now you mult tell me, Sir, for now long for — 


n. What would the have? 
Am. The Story of your Fortune; 


The hard and pom Fortune brought you hither. | 


John. That makes me Stagger JE I hope I'm hid 
mr” 7: | ON] 
That I came hither, Madam, was the 8 
Alm. But how this Miſery you bear, fell on you? | 
Jobn. Infandum, Regina, jubes renovare dolorem. © 
Alm. Come, I will have it; I command you tell it, 


For ſuch a Speaker I would hear for ever. 


Fobn. Sure Madam, *twill but make you fad and 
heavy, 
Becauſe I know your Goodneſs Full of Pity, 
And tis ſo poor a Subject too, and to your IN 
That are acquainted with things ſweet 0 eaſy, 
So harſh a Harmony—— 25% e 
Aim. 1 pr'ythee ſpeak it 
John. 1 ever knew Obedience the bet we 
Honout of Ladies, then, firſt paſſing over * 
Some few Years of my Youth, that are impertinent; 
Let me begin the Sadneſs of my Story; 
Where I began to loſe myſelf, to love firſt. 
Alm. *Tis well; go forward. Some rare Piece I look for. 
Jobn. Not far from where, my Father e a N 


3 Not far ſom where iy Father lives, Sc. 
Don Fohn, telling his own Story to Amira, 43 4 I is happily 
imagined by the Poet and as beautifully executed: It breathes. with 
the Soul of 3 and is Nature herſelf. 
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A Neighbour by, bleſs'd with as great a Beauty a 
As Nature durſt beſtow without undoing, _ 
Dwelt, and moſt happily, as I thought then, 
And bleſs'd the Houſe a thouſand Times ſhe dwelt i in. 
This Beauty, in the Bloſſom of my Vouth, 
When my firſt Fire knew no adult'rate Incenſe, 
Nor I no Way to flatter, but my Fondneſs : 
In all the Bravery, my Friends could ſhew me, 
In all the Faith my Innocence could give me, | 
In the beſt Language my true Tongue could tell me, 
And all the broken Sighs my ſick Heart lend me, 
I ſu'd, and ſervd. Long did I love this Lady, 
Long was my Travail, long my Trade to win her, 
With all the Duty of my Soul, I ferv'd her. 
Alm. How feelingly he f. peaks! And ſhe lov'd you too? 
It muſt be ſo. 
-Zohn. I would it had, dear Lady; yy 
This Story had been needleſs, and this Place 
I think unknown to me. 
Alm. Were your Bloods equal? 
Jobn. Yes, and I thought our Hearts too. >, 
Alm. Then ſhe muſt love. 1 
Jobn. She did - but never me; ſhe could not PER, me: v 
She would not love, ſhe hated ;_ more, ſhe ſcorn'd me: 
And in fo poor, and baſe a Way abus'd me F. 
For all my Services, for all my Bounties, | A 
So bold Neglects flung on me — <p Og A 
Atm. An ill Woman! 
Be like you. found ſome Rival in your Love "WT e * 
John. How perfectly ſhe points me to my Story ! [ 4: 
Madam, I did ; and one whoſe Pride and Anger, 
TH Manners, and worſe Mien ſhe doted on; 
Doted to my Undoing, and my Ruin. 
And but for Honour to your ſacred Beauty, 
And Rev'rence to the noble Sex, though ſhe fall, 
As ſhe muſt fall, that durſt be ſo unnoble 
I ſhould ſay ſomething unbeſeeming me. 
What out of Love, and worthy Love I gave her 
(Shame to her moſt unworthy Mind) to F ools, 


. ES” | 
th 1M 


% — Res mt. >. a 


ne: 
ME: 


T0 


A VERY WOMAN. 163 


To Girls, and Fidlers, to her __ the lungs” 
And in Diſdain of me. + 581 | 
Alm. Pray you take me with you. | VE: 


| Of what Complection was ſhe ? 


John. But that I dare not 
Commit ſo great a Sacrilege *gainſt' Virtue, 's bb 
She look'd not much unlike you though far ſhort. 
Something I ſee appears - Your Pardon, Madam, 
Her Eyes ; would {mile ſo ; but her Eyes would cozen : 
And ſo ſhe would look ſad; but yours is Pity, 
A noble Chorus to my wretched Story; 
Hers was Diſdain and Cruelty. 
Alm. Pray Heaven 


| Mine be no worſe! he has told me a ſtrange Story, Af de. 


And ſaid *twould make me fad! he is no Liar. 


But where begins this poor State? LI have all; 


For it concerns me, truly. 

7ohn.. Laſt, to blot me 
From all Remembrance, what I have been to has! 
And how, how honeſtly, how nobly ſerv'd her, 
Twas thought ſhe ſet her Gallant to diſpatch me. 
'Tis true, he quarrel'd, without Place, or Reaſon: 
We fought; I kill'd him; Heav'ns ſtrong Hand was 

with me; 

For which I loſt my Country, F riends, Acquaintance, 
And put myſelf to Sea, where a Pirate took me, 
And fold me here. 

Alm. Stop there a while; but ſtay til). 
In this Man's Story, how I look How monſtrous ! 

Turns uſide. 

How poor and naked ! Now I ſhew what Don John 
In all the Virtue of his Life, but aim'd ar | 
This Thing hath conquer'd with a Tale, and carried. 


| Forgive me thou that guid'ſt me! Never Conſcience 


Touch'd me till no, nor true love; let me keep it. [ Aide. 


Enter Pedro and Leonora. 


Leon. She is there, Speak to her, you will find her 
alter'd, 


* 2 Ped. 
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Ped. Siſter, I am glad to ſee you; but far gladder, 
To ſee you entertain your Health ſo well. 
Am. I'm glad to.ſee you too, Sir, and ſhall be gladder 
Shortly to ſee you all. 

Ped. Now ſhe ſpeaks heartily : 
What do you want? 

Alm.” Only an Hour of Privncencls; "Ty 
I have a few Thoughts. | 

Ped. Take your full Contentment : 
Well walk aſide again ; but firſt to you, F aun 
Or I ſhall much forget myſelf. My beſt Friend, 

Command me ever, ever you have won me; 5 

Fohn. Your Lordſhip overflows me. Ny 
Leon. Tis but due, Sir. | [Exit 


Alm. He's there ſtill. Come, Sir, to your laſt Part 
now. . 
Which only is your Name, and I diſmiſs vou. 
Why whither go you? BY 


Jobn. Give me Leave, good Madam, 
Or I muſt be ſo ſeeming rude to take it. 
Alm. You ſhall not go, I ſwear, you ſhall not 80 
I aſk you nothing but your Name; you have _ 
And why ſhould that thus fright pd 72 
3 Gentle Madam, 
I cannot ſpeak ; pray pardon me, a Sickneſs, 


That takes me often, ties my Tongue — (ao from me. 


My Fit's infectious, Lady. 
Alm. Were it Death 
In all his Horrors, I muſt aſk, and RON it. 
Your Sickneſs is unwillingneſs. Hard Heart, 
To let a Lady of my Youth and Place : 
Beg thus long for a Trifle ! 
John. Worthieſt Eady, 
Be wiſe, and let me go; you'll bleſs me fort; 
Beg not that Poiſon from me that will kill you. 
Alm, I only beg your Name, Sir. 
John. Yowll curſe me when yn; hear it. 
Alm, Rather kiſs thee; 
Why ſhould'ſ thou think D? 
John. Ps" 1 bear that Name, 
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And moſt unluckily, as now it happeas, 
(Though I be innocent of all Occaſion) 


| That, ſince my coming hither, People tell me 


You hate beyond Forgiveneſs. Now, Heav'n knows 
So much Reſpect (although I am a Stranger) 


Duty, and humble Zeal I bear your Sweetnels, 
That for the World I would not grieve your Good- 


neſs: 


PI change my Name, dear Madam. 


Alm. People lie 
And wrong thy Name; thy Name may fave all others, | 
And make that holy to me, that I hated : 
Pry'thee what is't ? 


Fohn. Don Fobn Antonio. 
What will this Woman do ? what Thouſand Changes 


Run through her Heart and Hands? no fix' d Thought 
in her; 


She loves for certain now, but now I dare not — 
Heav'n guide me right. a I | Afar 


Alm, 1 am not angry, Sir, 
Wich you, not with your Name; 1 love it rather, 


And ſhall reſpect you—you deſerve.—Fo or this Time 
I licence you to go. Be not far from me; 
{ I ſhall call for you often. 


Jobn. I ſhall wait, Madam. [Exit John. 
Enter Cuculo. 


9 


Alm. Now what's the News with you? 
Cuc. My Lord your Father 


| Sent me to tell your Honour, Prince Martino 
Is well recover'd, and in Strength. 


Alm. Why let bio, 1 
The Stories = the Names ſo well agreeing z | 
And both ſo noble Gentlemen. Aide. 


| Cuc. And more, an't pleaſe you. 


Alm, It doth not pleaſe me, neither raore nor leſs 
on't. | 


Cuc. They'll come to viſit you. 


M-$-. Alm, 
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Alm. They ſhall break through the Doors then. 


[Exit Almira 
Cc. Here's a new Trick of State; this ſhews foul | 
Weather : 7 
But, let her make i it when ſhe pleaſe, L'Il gain by it. 
| Exit, 
The End of the FouxrH AcT. 


ACT 8 SCENE. . 


FL ges. Pirate, one Slave, and Sailors. 


Hir. Q oOld for a slave, ſay'ft thou ? 

Slave.) *T was not ſo well: 

Though I am bad enough, I perſonated 

Such baſe Behaviour, Barbariſm of Manners, 
With other Pranks, that might deter the Buyer ; 
That the Market yielded not one Man that would 
Vouchſafe to own me, | 

P.r. What was thy End in't? 

Slave. To be giv'n away for nothing, as I was 
To th' Viceroy's Doctor; with him I've continued 
In ſuch Contempt, a Slave unto his Slaves; 

His Horſe, and Dog of more Eſteem, and from 
That villainous Carriage of myſelf, as if 

I'd been a Lump of Fleſh, without a Soul; 

I drew ſuch Scorn upon me, that I paſs'd, 

And piy*d in every Place without Obſervance, . 
For which if you deſire tobe made Men, 
'And by one Undertaking, and that eaſy, 

You are bound to ſacrifice unto my Sufferings. 
The Seed I ſow'd, and from which you ſhall reap 
A 9 Harveſt. 


Pir. 


. 
> 35s 


hand x4 


ira 
ul . 


it, 


Pir. 


No more be Sea- rats. 


The Viceroy's Daughter, and the beauteous Ward 


This very Night, for I will not delay you, 


To force the Court? 


From the Great Turk, if it were poſſible 
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Pir. To the Point; Ilike not 
Theſe Caſtles built i' th Air. 

Slave. I'll make em real, 5 
And you the Neptune“ 0 the Sea; you ſhall 


Pir. Art not mad? - 
Slave. You have fon | | 
The Star of Sicily, the fair Amira, 


Of the Duke of Meſſina? 
Pir. Madam Leonora. 
Slave, What will you ſay, if both theſe Princeſſes 


Be put in your Poſſeſſion? 414 9 
Pir. Now I dare ſwear 1 
T hou haſt Maggots inthy Brains, thou wouldlt not, elle, 1 
Talk of Impoſſibilities. 
Slave. Be ſtill 
Incredulous. 4 
Pir. Why canſt thou think we're able | 


Slave. Are we able to force two Women, 
And a poor Turkiſh Slave? where lies your Pinnace? 
Pir. In a Creek not half a League hence. 
Slave. Can you fetch Ladders 
To mount a Garden-wall ? 
1 Sail. They ſhall be ready: 
Slave. No more Words, then, but follow me, and if 
I do not make this good, let my Throat pay for't. 
Pir. What heaps of Gold, theſe Beauties would bring 


to us 


That this could be effected. 
dave. It it be not | 
I know the Price on't. 1 
Pir. And be ſure to pay it. 4 [Exeunt, 


TIE | M 4 145 Enter 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Don John with a Letter i in his Hard. 
John. Her fair Hand threw this from che Windon 1 


to me, 
And, as J took it up, ſhe ſaid, © Peruſe i It, 
6 And entertain a Fortune offer'd to thee.” 
What may the Inſide __ For | Breaks it open 
Satisfaction, and reads 
6 If the Contempt I ſhew'd Don John Antonio, 
«+ Whoſe Name thou bear'ſt, and, in that dearer to me, | 
Ado profeſs I love thee. * | 
How !—tis ſo, I love thee, 
* This Night wait me i'th' Garden, | 
« There thou ſhalt know more,” =: 
_ ad Thy Amira B 
Can it be poſſible ſuch Levity To 
Should wait on her Perfections ? When I was + = 
Myſelf ſet off with all the Grace of Greatneſs, F 2 
— Brav'ry, Circumſtance, ſhe hated me, 
And did profeſs it openly; yet now, 
Being a Slave, a Thing ſhe ſhould in Reaſon 
Diſdain to look upon, in this baſe Shape, 
And, ſince I wore it, never did her Service, 1 
To dote thus fondly? And yet J ſhould glory By 
In her Revolt from Conſtaney, not accuſe it, 
Since it makes for me. But, e'er I go farther, 
Or make Difeovery of myſelf, PH put her 
To th'utmoſt Trial, i'th' Garden! Well, 


There I ſhall learn more. Women! giddy Women! a 
In her, the Blemiſh of your ſex, you prove 1 
There is no Reaſon for your Hate or ov“. Exit. ] 


Enter Almira, Leonora, and Iwo Women. 


Leon. At this unſeaſonable Time to be thus brave, 
No Viſitants expected? you amaze me. i 
Alm. 


71 ; 


| Their Cries will reach the Guard, and then we're loſt. 
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Alm. Are theſe Jewels ſet forth to the beſt Ad- 
vantage 
To take the Eye? 


2 Vom. We never 
Better diſcharg'd our Duties 
Am. In my Sorrows, 
A Princeſs Name (I could perceive it) ſtruck 


1 Vom. With our beſt 44 ZE 


A kind of Rev'rence in him, and my Beauty, 


As then neglected, forc'd him to look on me 


With ſome Sparks of Affection; but now 
When I would fan them to a glorious F lame, 


I cannot be too curious. —I wonder 
He ftays ſo long. 

Leon. Theſe are ſtrange Fancies. 

Alm. Go 
Intreat ] do forget myſelf, 3 
My Governeſs' Gentleman, —her Slave, I ſhould ſay, 
To wait me inſtantly; and yet already Ex. Vom. 
He's here. His Figure graven on my Heart, 
Never to be raz d out. 


Enter Slave, Pirate, and Sailors. 


Slave. There is the Prize. 


Is it ſo rich, you dare not ſeize upon it? ? 


Here I begin—— | 
Am. Help Villain! 
Pir. You are mine. 
Sail. Though ſomewhat was you'll ſerve after 4 

Storm, | 


Io bid fair Weather welcome, 


Leon. Raviſher! 
Defend me, Heaven! 
Alm. No Aid near? 
Wom. Help! 
Slave. Diſpatch. 15 
No Glove, nor Handkerchief to ſtop their Mouths ? 


Enter 
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Enter Don vis * 2 oman. 


Fobn. What Shricks are theſe? from whence! ? Oh 
bleſſed Saints 

What Sacrilege to Beauty? Do I talk, | 

When tis almoſt too late to do. Take that. [Forces a 
Slave. All ſett upon him. Sword, 
Pir. Kill him. | 
Fobn. You ſhall buy 

My Life at a dear Rate, you Rogues, 


Enter Pedro, Cuculo, Borachia, and Guard, 


Cuc. Down with 'em, 
Ped. Unheard of Treaſon ! 
Bor. Make in Loggerhead ; 
My Son-ſlave fights like a Dragon —Take my Bottle, 
Drink Courage out on't. 
obn. Madam, you are free. 
Ped. Take comfort, deareſt Miſtreſs. 
Cuc. O you Micher, 
Have you a Hand in this? 
Slave. My Aims were high : 
Fortune's my Enemy—To dies the worſt, 
And that I look for. 
Pir. Vengeance on your Plots. 
Peg. The Rack at better Leiſure ſhall force _—_ em 
A full Diſcovery. Away with 'em. 
Cuc. Load 'em with Irons. 
Bor. Let em have no Wine [. be Guard takes the 
To comfort their cold Hearts. Pirate and the ”— 
Ped. Thou Man of Men ! 
Leon. A ſecond Hercules! 
Am. An Angel thus diſguis'd ! 
Ped. What Thanks? 
Leon. What Service ? 


Bor. 2 he ſerve me, by your Leave ; no o Service 
elſe. 


Job. 
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John. I have done nothihg but my Duty, Madam, "I 
And, if the little you have ſeen exceed it, 
" Te Thanks due tor it pay my watchful Maſter, | 
\ And this my ſober Miſtreſs. 
Bor. He ſpeaks truth, Madam, 
] am very ſober. 
„ Pied. Far beyond thy Hopes 
Expect Reward, 
: Alm. We'll ſtraight to Court, and there 
It is reſolv'd what I will ſay and do, 
I am faint, ſupport me. 
Ped, This ſtrange Accident 
Will be heard with Aſtoniſnment. Come, Friend, 
You've made yourſelf a Fortune, and deſerve it. 


| LExennt. 
SCENE III. 
Enter Viceroy, Meſſina, Doctor. 


Meſſ. Perfectly cur'd? | 
Doct. As ſuch I will preſent him, 
The Thanks be given to Heaven. 
Mel. Thrice reverend Man, 
What Thanks but will come ſhort of thy Deſert? 
Or Bounty, though all we poſſeſs were given thee, 
Can pay thy Merit ? I will have thy Statue 
Set up in Brals. 
Vice. Thy Name made the ſweet Subject 
Of our beſt Poems; thy unequaPd Cures 
Recorded to Poſterity. 

Doc. Such falſe Glories | 
(Though the Deſire of Fame be the laſt Weakneſs 
Wiſe Men put off) are not the Marks I ſhoot at: 
But, if I have done any thing that may challenge 
Your Favours (mighty Princes) my Requeſt is, 
That for the Good of ſuch as ſhall ſucceed me, 

A College for Phyſicians may be | 
| With Care and Coſt erected, in which no Man 


the 


ice 


bn. May 


The Lives * n of theſe ſweet was. | 
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May be admitted to a Fellowſhip, 
But ſuch as by their vigilant Studies ſhall 
Deſerve a Place there : this Magnificence, 
Poſterity ſhal} thank you for. 
Vice. Reſt aſſur'd, 
In this, or any Boon you pleaſe to aſk, 
You ſhall have no Repulſe. 
Doc. My humbleſt Service 
Shall ne'er be wanting, Now, if you 0 ba. 
I'll fetch my princely Patient, and preſent him. 
Meſſ. Do and imagine in what I may ſerve you, 
And by my Honour with a willing Hand 
I will ſubſcribe t t. | [Exit Dacbor 


Enter Pedro, An 3 Don Taka, Cuculo, 
Borachia. | 


Cuc. Make way there. 

Vice. wy Daughter! 
How's this? a Slave crown'd with a Civic Garland? ! 
The Myſtery of this ? Fo Ts 

Ped. It will deſerve 


Your Hearing and Attention. Such a FM 


Needs not chetorical Flouriſhes, and therefore 
With all the Brevity and Plaineſs that 

I can, I will deliver it. If the old Romans, 
When of moſt Power and Wiſdom, did decree 
A Wreath like this to any common Soldier 
That ſaved a Citizen's Life, the Bravery 

And Valour of this Man may juſtly challenge 
Triumphant Laurel. This laſt Night a Crew 
Of Pirates brake in Signior Cuculo's Houſe, 
With violent Rudeneſs ſeizing on my Siſter, 
And my fair Miſtreſs ; both were in their Power, 
And ready to be forced bence, when this Man 
Unarm' d came to their Reſcue; but his Courage 
Soon fufniſh'd him with Weapons: In a Word, 


Dt 


You then again ſhall ſee me paſſionate, 
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You owe him, for the Rovers are in Hold. 


And ready when you pleaſe, for Puniſhment. 


Vice, As an den of more to come, 
Receive this Favour. 
Meſſ. With myſelf, my Son 
Shall pay his real Thanks. He comes,” obſerve now 
Their amorous Monk! 


Enter Doftor and Martino. 


Mar. I am glad you are well Lady: 
Am. I grieve not your Recovery. 
Vice. So coldly ? 

Meſſ. Why fall you off? 
Mar. To ſhun Captivity, Sir. 


I was too long a Slave; Illi now be free. 


Alm. Tis my Defire you ſhould, Sir. « my Aﬀe&ion 
To him was buta Trifle, which I played with | 
Pch' Childhood of my Love; which now, grown 

"OR, © | | 


1 cannot like of, 


Vice. Strange Inconſtancy ! „ 
Mar. Tis Judgment, Sit, in me, or a true Debt 
Tender'd to Juſtice, rather. My frſt Life W x 
Loaden with all the Follies of a Man 

Or what cpuld take Addition from a Woman, 
Was by my headſtrong Paſſions (which oer-rul'd_ 

My Underſtanding) forfeited to Death: E 
But this New Being, this my Second Life, Yet 
Begun'in ſerious Contemplation of © 
What beft becomes a perfect Man ſhall never 
Sink under ſuch weak Frailties. ' 3 

Meſſ. Moſt unlook*d for! 

. Dogs. It does tranſcend all Wonders. 

Mar. * Tis a Bleffing 


T owe your Wiſdom, which I'll not bis: - 


But if you envy your own Gift, andwill 
Make me that wretched Creature which I was, 
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A Lover of poor Trifles, confident _ 
In Man's deceiving Strength, or falſer Fortune; 
Jealous, revengeful, in unjuſt things daring, 
Injurious, quarrelſome, ſtor'd with all Diſeaſes 
The beaſtly Part of Man infects his Soul with; 
And, to remember what's the worſt, once more 


To love a Woman, but till that Time never. þ[ Exit, 


Vice. Stand you affected ſo to Men, Amira? 
Alm. No Sir; if ſo, I could not well diſcharge 
What I ſtand bound to pay you, and to Nature. 
Though Prince Martino does profeſs a Hate 
To Womankind, 'twere a poor World for Women 
Were there no other Choice, or all ſhould follow 
Th' Example of this new Hippolitus: 


There are Men, Sir, that can love, and VE lov'd 


trul 
Nor am I deſp rate but l may deſerve 
One that both can and will ſo. 
Vice. My Allowance 
Shall rank with your good liking, ſtill provided 
Your Choice be worthy. 
Alm. Init I have us'd 
The Judgment of my Mind, and that made clearer 
With calling oft to Heav'n it might be ſo. | 
I have not ſought a living Comfort from 
The reverend Aſhes of old Anceſtors; 
Nor given myſelf to the mere Name and Titles 
Of ſuch a Man, that, being himſelf nothing, 
Derives his Subſtance from his Grandſire's Tomb; 
For Wealth, it is beneath my Birth to think on't, 
Since that muſt wait upon me, being your Daughter, | 
No Sir, the Man I love, though he wants all 
T be ſetting forth of Fortune, Gloſs, and Greatneſs, 
Has in himſelf ſuch true and real Goodneſs, 
His Parts ſo far above his low Condition, 
That he will prove an Ornament, not a Blemiſh, 
Both to your Name and Family, Fil 
Ped. What ſtrange Creature 
Hath ſhe found out ? 


IF 


Leon, 


d 


But let it be with my Eyes, and the Care 


And you'll approve him worthy, 
Of Women! thy ſad Father's Curſe, and Scandal ! 


His few ſhort Hours of Breathing ! 


The Counſel you beſtow'd on me, make uſe of. 


By cunning Potions and by forcerous Charms | 
This Phrenzy in her. | 
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Leon. I dare not gueſs. 

Alm. To hold you 
No longer in Suſpence, this matchleſs Man 
That ſav'd my Life and Honour, is my Huſband, 
Whom I will ſerve with Duty, 

Bor. My Son-ſlave! 

Vice. Have you you Wits? 

Bor. I'll not part with him ſo. 

Cuc. This I foreſaw too. 

Vic. Do not jeſt thyſelf 


Into the Danger of a Father's Anger. 


Alm. Jeſt, Sir? by all my Hope of Comſort in him 
I am moſt ſerious. Good Sir, look upon him; 


You ſhould owe to your Daughter's Life and Safety, 
Of which, without him, ſhe's uncapable, 


Vice. O thou Shame 
With what an impious Violence thou tak'ſt from him 


Do#. Do not add, Sir, | 
Weight to your Sorrow in th'ill bearing of it. 

Vice. F 2 whom, degenerate Monſter, flow theſe 

ow | 

And baſe Affections in thee? ? what fans Philtres 
Haſt thou received ? what Witch with damaed Spells 
Depriv'd thee of thy Reaſon? Look on me, 
(Since thou art loſt unto thyſelf) and learn 
From what I ſuffer for thee, what ſtrange Tortures p 
Thou do'ſt prepare thyſelf. _ 

Meſſ. Good Sir, take Comfort; 


Doct. This Villain, (for ſuch Practices in that Nation 
Are very frequent) it may be, hath forc d 


Vice. Sever em. 


Alm, 1 grow to him. £ ns 
Vice. 
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Vice. Carry the Slave to Torture, and wreſt from hin 


By the moſt cruel Means, a free Confeſſion 
of his Impoſtures. 

Alm. 1 will follow him. 
And with him take the Rack. 

Bor. No; hear me ſpeak, 
I can ſpeak wiſely : Hurt not my Son- ſlave, 
But rack or hang my Huſband, and I care not ; 
For I'll be bound, Body to Body with him, 
He's very honeſt, "that s his Fault. 

Vice. Take hence 
This drunken Beaſt. | 

Bor. Drunk! am I drunk? Bear witneſs. 

Cuc. She is indeed e 

Vice. Hang 'em both, 
If e'er more they come near the Court. 

Cuc. Good Sir 
You can recover dead Men; can you cure 
A living Drunkenneſs ? 
© Dor” *Tis the harder Taſk: 

Go home with her, I'll ſend you ſomething that 
Shall once again bring her to better Temper, 
Or make her Sleep for ever. 


Cur. Which you pleaſe, Sir. [ Exeunt Cuc. Bor. 
Vice, Why linger you? rack him firſt, and after 


break: him 

Upon the Wheel. 
Ped. Sir, this is more than Juſtice. 

Jobn. 1s't Death in Sicily, to be lov'd 
Of a fair Lady? 
Teon. Though he be a Slave, 
Remember yet he is a Man, 

Vice. Pm deaf 


To all Perſuafions: — Drag him 17 he Guard tale 
hence. | Don John off. 


Alm. Do Tyrant, 
No more a Father; - feaſt thy Cruelty 


Upon thy Daughter : but Hell's Plagues fall on me, i 
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If I inflict not on myſelf whatever 
He can endure for me. 
Vice, Will none reſtrain her? 
Alm. Death hath a thouſand Doors to let out Life, 
I ſhall find one. If Portia's burning Coals, 
The Knife of Lucreece, Cleopatra's Aﬀpicks, 
Famine, deep Waters have the Power to free me 
From a loath'd Life, I'll not an Hour outlive him. 
Ped. Siſter! 
Leon. Dear Couſin! [Ex. Alm. Ped. Leon. 
Vice. Let her periſh. ay 
Doct. Hear me: 
Th' Effects of violent Love are e deſperate : : 
And therefore in the Execation of 
The Slave be not too ſudden. I was preſent 
When he was bought, and at that Time myſelf 
Made purchaſe of another. He that ſold em 


| Said that they were Companions, of one Country, 


Something may riſe from this to eaſe your Sorrows, 

By C ircumſtance I'll learn what's his Condition 

Pth* mean Time ule all fair and gentle Means 

To pacify the Lady. 
Vice. I'll endeavour, 

As far as Grief and Anger will give Ln. 

To do as you direct me. | 
Meſſ. T1 aſſiſt you. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Iv. 
Enter Pedro and Keeper. 


Ped. Hath he been viſited already ? 
Keeper. Yes, Sir, 


Like one of better Fortune; and t e 
My Wonder of it, ſuch as repair to him, 


In their Behaviour rather appear 40H 


| Servants, than Friends to comfort him. 


Vor. IV, N Ped. 
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Ped. Go fetch him. "bite [Exit Keeper 3 
Jam bound in Gratitude to do more than wiſh 
The Life and Safety of a Man that bach 
So well deſerv id of me. 


Es nter Kerjer Don John, Servant. 


Keeper. Here he is, my Lord. | 
Ped. Who's here ? thou art no Conjurks to raiſe 
A Spirit in the beſt Shape Man e'er appear'd in, 
My Friend, the Prince of Tarent! Doubts forlkke me. 
I muſt and will embrace him. 
Jobn. Pedro holds 
One that loves Life for Nothing, but to live 
To do him Service. = 
Ped. You are he, moſt certain. 
Heav'n ever make me thankful for this Bounty TE 
Run to the Viceroy, let him know this Rarity. [ Ex. Keep. 
But how you came here thus? yet, ſince J have you, 
Is t not enough I bleſs the proſp'rous Means 
That brought you hither ? = 
Fobn. Dear Friend, you ſhall Wa- all; 
And though in Thankfulneſs ] ſhould begin 
Where you deliver'd me 
Ped. Pray you, paſs that over, 
That's not worth the Relation. 
Jobn. You confirm 
True Friend's Love, to do Courteſies, not to hear em. 
But I'll obey you. In our tedious Paſſage 
Towards Malta, I may call it fo, for hardly 
We had loſt the Ken of Sicily, but we were 
Becalm'd, and hulPd ſo up and down twelve Hours, 
When to our more Misfortune we deſcry'd 
Eight well-mann'd Gallies making amain for us, 
Of which th' arch Turk Pirate cruel Dragut 
Was Admiral. I'll not ſpeak what I did 
In our Defence; but never Man did more | 
Than the brave Captain that you ſent forth with me, 
All would not do; vn oppreſs d with N — 
e 
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We were boarded, pillag'd to the Skin, and after 
. Twice fold for Slaves; by th' Pirate firſt, and after 
By a Malteſe to Signior Cuculo: 
Which I repent not, ſince there twas my Fottüne 
To be to you my beſt Friend ſome Ways uſeful. 
thought to cheer you up with this ſhort Story, 
But you grow ſad on't. 
Ped. Have I not juſt Cauſe, 
When I conſider I could be fo ſtupid 
As not to fee a Friend through all Diſguiſes; 
Or he ſo far to queſtion my true Love, 
To keep himſelf conceaFd ? 
Jobn. T was fit todo ſo, © 
And not to grieve you with the Kaſs of - | 
What then I was; where now 1 appear to you, 
Your Siſter loving me, and Martino lafe, oh 
Like to myſelf and Birth. 
Ped. May you live long fol 
How doſt thou honeſt Friend? ys + oieſ Seen 
Give me thy Hand. I now can guels by whom 
You are thus furniſh' d. 
Jobn. Troth he met with me 
As I was ſent to Priſon, and there bropght me 
Such things as Thad ufe of. 
Ped. Let's to Court, _.. 
My Father never ſaw a Man fo welcome, 
As you'll be to him, 4 
John. May) it prove 1 Friend. | IExeunt. 


Ts = 


SCENE the Lal. 


Euer n Meſſina, "Martino; Dotrer, Captain, 
Almira, Leonora, 2 Homen, Attendants. 


Vice. The Slave chang” d to the Prince of Tarent, 
ſays he? 
Capt. Les, Sir, and I the Captain of the Fort, 


Worthy of 7 * N th Effect oft, 
. : For 
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For my deceiving of that Truſt your Excellency _ 
Repos'd in me. | 
DoF. Yet ſince all hath fall'n out 
Beyond your Hopes, let me become a Suitor, 
And a prevailing one to get his Pardon, 
Alm. O deareſt Leonora, with what F N TR 
Dare I look on him now? Too powerful Love, 
The beſt Strength of thy unconfined Empire 
Lies in weak Womens Hearts. Thou art feign'd blind, 
And yet we borrow our beſt Sight from thee. 
Could it be, elſe, the Perſon ſtill the ſame 
Affection over me, ſuch Power ſhould have 
To make me ſcorn a Prince, and love a Slave. 
Mar. But art thou ſure 'tis he? 
Capt. Moſt certain, Sir. 
Mar. Is he in Health, Mang. vigorous, and as s able 
As when he left me dead? 
Capt. Your own Eyes, Sir 
Shall make good my Report. 
Mar. I am glad of it, 
And take you Comfort in it, Sir, there? s Hope, 
Fair Hope left for me, to repair mine Honour. 
Meſſ. What's that? "Ip 
Mar. I will do ſomething that ſhall ſpeak me 
Meſſma*s Son. 
J. 1 like not this one Word, Sir. 
Vice. We'll prevent it. 
Nay, look up, my Almira, now I approve _ 
o Thy happy Cooice. I have forgot my 17. od 
I freely do forgive thee. 
Alm. May I find © 
Such Eaſineſs in the wrong'd Prince of 7 arent, 
I then were happy. N 
Leon. Reſt aſſur'd you ſhall. 


Enter Don John, Ped ro, Servant. 


Vice. We all with open Arms haſte to embrace you. 
Ma. Welcome, moſt welcome; 
* | I „ Mar. 


'e 
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Mar. Stay. * if 
Meſſ. *T was this I fear'd. 
Mar. Sir, *tis beſt known to you, on what ſtrict Terms 
The Reputation of Men's Fame, and Honours 
Depend in this ſo punctual Age, in which 
A Word, that may receive a harſh Conſtruction, 


Ts anſwer'd, and defended by the Sword. 


And you, that know ſo much, will I preſume, 5 
Be ſenſibly tender of another's Credit, 
As you would guard your own. 

7Zohn. I were unjuſt, elſe. 

Mar. I have receiv'd, from your Hands Wounds, 

and deep ones, 

My Honour in the general Report 
Tainted and ſoil'd, for which I will demand 
This Satisfaction That you would forgive | 
My contumelious Words, and Blow, my raſh _ 
And unadviſed Wildneſs firſt threw on you. 
Thus I would teach the World a better Way“, 
For the Recovery of a wounded Honour, 
Than with a ſavage Fury, not true Courage: 


Still to run headlong on. 


Jobn. Can this be ſerious ? 061-414 

Mar. I'll add this, He that does wrong , not alone, 
Draws, but makes ſharp, his Enemy's Sword againſt. 
His own Life, and his Honour. I have paid for t, 


And wiſh that they, whodare moſt, would learn from me, 


Not to maintain a Wrong, but to repent it. 


+ Thus I avoulil teach the Werld a better Way, 
In Shake/pear, we have a fine Paſſage againſt Duelling, ſomething f 


milar to this, which I ſhall here ſet down 
ſet quarrelling 


Upon the Head of Valour, which, inderd, 

I. Valour mij-begot, and came into th: World, 

When Sets and Factions «were but newly borw: 

He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 

The worſt that Mas can breathe, and makes his Wrongs 
His Oulſides, abear them like his Rayment, carely/ly, 


And ne er prefer his Iajurics to bis Heart, 
To bring it into Sings | Timon of Athens Act III. 


** 


182. A VERY WOMAN. 
Do#. Why this is like yourſelf. 
Mar. For further Proof, 
Here, Sir, with all my Intereſt, [ _ up 
This Lady to you. 
Vice. Which I make more ſtrong. 
With my free Grant. 
Alm. I bring mine own Content, 
Which will not weaken it. 6 
All. All Joy confirm it. 
© Fobn. Your unexpected Courteſies amaze me, 
Which I will ſtudy with all Love and Service -- 
To appear worthy of. e 
Dot. Pray you, underſtand, Gly: 
There are a Pair of Suitors more, that gladly 
Would hear from you as much, as the pleas'd Viceroy 
Hath ſaid unto the Prince of 7 arent: 
MMeſſ. Take her, 
Her Dowry ſhall be anſwerable to 
Her Birth, and your Deſert. | 
Peg. You make both happy. 
Jobn. One only Suit remains, That you would pl 
To take again into your Highneſs“ Favour _ 
This honeſt: Captain: Let him have your Grace. 
What's due to his much Merit, "thall rin me 
Meet liberal Rewards. | 
Vice. Have your Deſire. | ST: 
John. Now may all here that love, as they : are' F riends 
To our good F ortunes, find like proſp'rous Ends. 
LExcunt 


EPILOGUE. 


Uſom, and that a Law we muſt obey | 
Tib' Way of Epilogue, bids me Tamething 10 Ye 

Howeer to little Purpoſe ſince we know, _ 
If you are pleas d, unbeg u, you will. _ 
A gentle Cenſure: On the other Side, 
If that this Play deſerve to be decryd 
In your Opinions, all that I can ſay, es | 
Mill never turn the Stream the other Mayr. 
Wur gracious Smiles, will render us + Sn 
Your Frowns without Deſpair, we muſt endure 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


\UKE of Epire. 

CREon, Father to STMONIDES. 

SIMONIDES, | 

Erkan rare, Courtiers | 

Lysanper, Huſband to EUGENIA and Uncle to 
CLEANTHES. 

LEONID Es, Father to CLEANTHES, 


AN TIGONA, Mother to Stmonipes. 

HiprOLYTA, Wife to CLEANTHES. | 

EuGEN1a, Wife to LyYSANDER and Mother to PAR- 
| THENIA. | 

PARTHENIA, Daughter to Eucenta. x 


Courtiers. .. Lawyers. Clown. Executioner. Butler. 
Bailiff. Taylor. Cook. Drawer. Clerk. Coachmen, 
Pootmen. Guard. | Clowns Wife. Wench. 
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A 
Enter Simonides, and two Lawyers. 


Sim. 3485 8 the Law firm, Sir? 
1 Law. I The Law? what more firm, Sir, 
© 550 More powerful, forcible, or more 
rmanent ? 3 * 
Sim. By my Troth, Sir, 
1 partly do believe it; conceive, Sir, 
You've indirectly anſwer'd my Queſtion. / 
did nor doubt the fundamental Grounds 
Of Law in general, for the moſt ſolid; 
But this particular Law that me concerns 


* This Comedy was wrote in Conjunion with Middleton 45 
Rowley, The firſt was an Author of good Eſteem and contemporary 
with — and Fletcher, with whom he likewiſe joined in writing 
ſeveral Plays. Rowley was an intimate with Shakeſpear, Fletcher, 


and the other eminent Poets of that Age; and beſides; being con- 


cerned with them in ſeveral Plays, wrote fix himſelf. 
Now 


186 I. . 
Now at the preſent, if that be firm and ſtrong, 
And powerful, and forcible, and permanent. 
I am a young Man that has an old Father. 
2 Law. Nothing more ſtrong, Sir; 
1 is ſecundum ſtatutum principis 
Confirmatum cum voce Senatum, 


Et voce Republica, nay, conſummatum 


Et exemplificatum. Is it not in Force 
When divers have already taſted it 
And paid their Lives for Penalty? 

Sim. Tis true, | 
My Father muſt be next; this Day compleat 
Full fourſcore Years upon him. 

2 Law. He;s here, then, 5 
Cub pæna ſtatuti; hence I can tell him 
Truer then all the Phyſicians in the World, 

He cannot live out To-morrow; this is 
The moſt certain climacterical Year, 
Tis paſt all Danger, for there's no png} itz 
What Age is your Mother, Sir? 
Sim. *Faith, near her Days 00; 
Wants ſome two of threeſcore. 

1 Law. So, ſhe'll drop away 
One of theſe Days too. Here's a good Age now 
For thoſe that have old Parents, and rich Inheritance. 
Sim. And, Sir, tis profitable for others too: 


| Ate there not Fellows that lie Bed-rid in their Offices 


That younger Men would walk luſtily in? 
Churchmen, that even the ſecond er 
Hath filenc'd,, yet have ſpun out their Lives ſo long 


That many pregnant and ingenious Spirits 
Have languilh'd in their hop'd Reverſions, 


And died upon the Thought; and, by your Leave, Sir, 


Rave you not oe Flies ll up in the Law 
ſome grave Senators, that you imagine 


Jave held them long enough, and ſuch Spirits Ae you. 


Wer they remov'd, would leap into their Dignities ? 
1 Law. Dic Libs: in derris 9 riß womens den *. 


” . r 
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sic. But tell me, faith, your fair Opinion: N 
i: enot a ſound and neceſſary Lax 
This (by the Duke) enacted? ? 
1 Law. Never did Greece 
(Our antient Seat of brave Philoſophers) 
'Mongſt all her Nomotbetæ or Lawgivers, - 
Not when ſhe flouriſh'd in her ſeven-fold Sages, 
(Whoſe living Memory can never die) 
Produce a Law more-grave and n 
Sim. I'm of that Mind too. 
2 Law. I will maintain, Sir, 
Draco's Oligarchy; that the Government | 
Of Community reduced into few 
Fram'd a fair State; Solon's Crecopedi | 
That cut off poor Men's Debts to their rich Creditors 
Was good and charitable (but not full allow'd.) 
His Siſaithie did reform that Error, 


His honourable Senate of Areopagite, 


Lycurgus was more looſe, and gave too free 
And licentious Reins unto his Diſcipline; = 
Asthat a young Woman, -in her Huſband's Weakneſs, 


Might chooſe her able Friend to propagate; 


That ſo the Commonwealth might be ſupply'd 
With Hope of luſty Spirits, Plato did ny 
And ſo did Ariſtotle, allowing | 


| Lewd and luxurious Limits to their L : 


But now our Epire, our Epire's Evander, 

Our noble and wiſe Prince, has hit the Lax 
That all our predeceſſive Students Gs 
Have miſs d unto their — inn 


LS ONT ca 


Sim. Forbeat thi T 
'Tis in itſelf moſt pleaſing, Cleantbes 
Oh, Lad, here's a Spring for young Plants to foutiſh! 
The old Trees muſt down kepr the Sun from us, 


We ſhall rife now, Boy.” 


Clean, 
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Clean. Whither, Sir, I pray? 
To the bleak Air of Storms, among thoſe ron 
Which we had Shelter from? 

Sim. Yes, from our Growth, 

Our Sap and Livelihood and from our Fruit, 

What, tis not Jubilee with thee yet, I think, 

Thou look'ſt ſo ſad.on't. How old's thy Father ? 
Clean. Jubilee? no indeed; *tis a bad Year with me 
Sim. Pry thee how old's thy Father, then I can tel 

| thee 7 
Clean. 1 know not how to anſwer you, Simonides, 

He's too old,. being now expos'd 8 0 

Unto the Rigour ot a cruel Edict; 

And yet not "old enough by many Years, 

Cauſe I'd not ſee him go an Hour before me. 

Sim. Theſe very Paſſions I ſpeak to my Father. 
Come, _— _—y s none but F riends here, we may 
g | 
Our "Pe. rar theſe are Lawyers, Man, 


And ſhall. be Counſellors ſhortly. 


Clean. They ſhall be now, Sir, 
And ſhall — large Fees if they'll undertake 
To help a good Cauſe (for it wants Aſſiſtance) 
Bad ones, I know they can inſiſt upon. 
I Law. Oh, Sir, we muſt undertake of both Pan 
But the good we have moſt good in. 
Clean. Pray you, ſay, | 
How do you allow of this ſtrange Edict? 
1 Lau. Secundum Juſtitiam, by my Faith, Sir, 
The happieſt Edict that ever was in Epire. 
Clean. What, to kill Innocents, Sir? It cannot be, 
Itis no Rule in Juſtice there to puniſh. 
1 Law. Oh, Sir! 
You underſtand a Conſcience, but not Law. 
Clean. Why, Sir, is there ſo main a Difference? 
, 3 Law. You'll never be a good Lawyer if 90 ut- 
derſtand not that. 
Ces. I think, then, tis the beſt to be a bad one. 
1 Lon 
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1 Low, Why, Sir, the very Letter and the Senſe 
Do both o'erthrow you in this Statute, 

Which ſpeaks, that every Man living to 

Fourſcore Years, and Women to threeſcore, ſhall then 


| Be cut off as fruitleſs to the Republick, 


And Law. ſhall finiſh what Nature linger'd at. 
Clan. And this Suit ſhall ſoon be diſpatch'd in Law. 
1 Law. It is ſo plain it can have no demur : 
The Church Book overthrows it. 
Clean. And ſo it does 
The Church Book overthrows it, if you read it well. 
1 Law. Still you run from the Law into Error: 
You ſay it takes the Lives of Innocents; 
I ay no, and ſo ſays common Reaſon: 1 
What Man lives to fourſcore and Women to three  _ 


That can die innocent? 
Clean. A fine lawful Evaſion! 


| Good Sir, rehearſe the full Statute to me. 


Sim. Fie! that's too tedious, you have already 


The full Sum in the brief Relation. 


Clean. Sir, mongſt many Words may be Fl Capt 
tradictions, | 
And theſe Men dare ſue and wrangle with a Statute, . 
If they can pick a Quarrel with ſome Error. 
2 Law, Liſten, Sir, Þll gather it as brief as I can for 
ou. 
Anno = . Be it (for the Care and Good of 


the Commonwealth for divers neceſſary Reaſons that 


we ſhall urge) thus peremptorily enacted, 

Clean. A fair Pretence, if the Reaſons foul it not. 

2. Law. That all Men living in our Dominions of 
Epire, in their decayed Nature, to the Age of fourſcore, 
or Women to the Age of threeſcore, ſhall on the ſame 
Day be inſtantly pur to Death, by thoſe Means and In- 
itruments that a former Proclamation had (to this Pur- 
poſe) through our ſaid Territories diſperſed. 

Clean. I here- was no Woman in this Senate, certain. 

1. Law, That theſe Men, being paſt their bearing 
Arms, to aid and defend their Country, paſt- their 

Manhood 


. . d en. 
Manhood and Livelihood, to propagate any further 
Iſſue to their Pofterity, and as well paſt their Council 
(for overgrown Gravity is now run into Dotage) t 
aſſiſt their Country, to whom, in common Reaſon, no- 
thing ſhould be fo weariſome as their own Lives, as they 
may be ſuppoſed tedious to their ſucceſſive Heirs, whoſt 
Times are ſpent in the good of their Country; ye 
wanting the Means to maintain it; and are like to groy 
old before their Inheritance (born to them) come to heir 
neceſſary Uſe ; for the which are the Women, for that 
they never were a Defence to their Country, never by 
Counſel admitted to aſſiſt in the Government of their 
Country, only neceſſary to the Fropagation of Poſterity, 
and now at the Age of threeſcore to be paſt that good, 
and all their Goodneſs : it is thought fit then a quarter 
abated from the more warthy Member to be put to 
Death, as is before recited; provided that for the jul 
and impartial Execution of this our Statute, the Ex. 
ample ſhall firſt begin in and about our Court, which 
ourſelf will ſee carefully performed, and not for a ful 
Month following extend any further into our Dominions, 
Dated the ſixth of the, ſecond Month at our Palace 
Royal in Epire. 

Clean. A fine Edict, and very fairly gilded! | 
And is there no Scruple i in all theſe Words, 
To demur the Law upon Occaſion? *'' 
Sm. *Pox, tis an unneceſſary Inquiſition, 

*thee ſet him not about it. 
2 Law. Troth, none, Sir: 
It is ſo evident and plain a Caſe 
'T here is no Succour for the Defendant. * 

Clean. Poſſible ? can nothing help in a good Caſe ? 


1 Law. Faith, Sir, Ido chink there may be a Hole, 


Which would protract Delay, if not Remedy. 
Clean. Why there's ſome Comfort in that, good SIr 
ſpeak it. 
1 Law. Nay, you muſt pardon me for that, Sir. 
Sim. Pry' thee, do not; | 
I may open a Wound to many Sons and Heirs 
That 5 die after it. Clean. 
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Sim. No more, good Sir: 
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Clean. Come, Sir, I know how to make you ſpeak 
| will this do? | : 

1 Law. I will afford you my Opinion, Sir. 


Clean. Pray you repeat the literal Wk expreſij , | 
The Time of Death. IR Ye 04 


Sim. Tis an unneceſſary Queſtion; prythee let it 
alone. 


2 Law. Hear bis Opinion ; ; twill be fruitleſs, an 


That Man at the Age of fourſcore, and Women at 


threeſcore 
Shall the ſame Day be put to Death. | 
1. Law. Thus I help he Man to e one Year 
more, 
Clean. That were a Fair Addition, i 20 000100 
1 Law. Mark i it, Sir, we ſay Man is not at t Age 
Till he be one and Twenty before his Infancy 
And Adoleſcency, nor, by that Addition, 
Fourſcore he cannot be, till a hundred and one. | 
Sim. Oh, poor Evaſion! TUO 


He's our Years old, Sir, 


1 Law. That helps more, Sir, 2698 | 
He begins to be old at fifty, ſo at fourſeore,. 1714. 1 
He's but thirty Years old, ſo believe it, Sir, aue 
He may be twenty Years in Declination 533! 
And ſo long may a Man linger and live by it. 
Sim. The worſt Hope of Safety that ever I heard: 
Give him his Fee again; tis not worth two Deniers,” | 

1 Law. There' Ss no Law for Reſtitution of _— 

"Mir, 

Clean. No, no, Sir; ; 1 meant it bol when * twas 

given. 


Euter Creon, and Antigona. 


* 1 
* * q * & * 8 1 


Here are Ears unneceffary for your Doctrine. 
I £aw, 1 have ſpoke out my Fee, and I have done, 
Sir. 
Sim. O! _ dear Father! 
Creon. 


Creon. Tuſh! meet me nit in Exclaims: 
I underſtand the worſt, and hope no better. 
A fine Law ! If this hold, white Heads will be cheap 
And many Watchmen's inner will be vacant: 
Forty of em] know my Seniors, 
That did do Deeds of Darkneſs to their Country 
Has watch'd *em a good Turn for't, and ta'en *em 
Napping now; the fewer Hoſpitals will ſerve too; 
Many may be us'd for Stews and Brothels, 
And thoſe People will never trauble em to fourſcore. 

Antig. Can you play and ſport wick Sorrow, Sir? 
Creon. Sorrow, for what Antigona? for my Life, 
My Sorrows I have kept it ſo long well | 
With bringing it up unto ſo ill an End, 
I might have gently loſt it in my Cradle, 
Before my Nerves and Ligaments grew ſtrong | 
To bind it faſter to me. 

Sim. For mine own Sake 
I ſhould have been ſorry for chat. . ; 
 Creon. In my Youth | re | ] 
I was a Soldier; no Coward in my Age, | 
I never turn'd my Back upon my Foe, 
I have felt Nature's Winter's Sickneſſes, 1 
Vet ever kept a lively Sap in me EL 
Jo greet the chearful Spring of Health again: 
Dangers on Horſeback, on Foot by Water, 
J have eſcap'd to this Day; and yet this Dax 
Without all Help of caſual Accidents ( 
Is only deadly to me, *cauſe it numbers 
Fourſcore Years to me, where's the Fault now? 
I cannot blame Time, Nature, nor my Stars, 
Nor ought but Tyranny. Even Kings themſclves 
Have ſometimes taſted an even Fate with me, 
He that has been a Soldier all his Days | 
And ſtood in perſonal Oppoſition, _ 
*Gainſt Darts and Arrows, the Extremes of Heat. 
And pinching Cold, dies treacherouſly at Home 
In his ſecured Quiet by a Villain's Hand, 
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I'm baſely loſt in my Stars Ignorance 
And fo muſt I die by a Tyrant's Sword. 


I Law. Oh! ſay not ſo, Sir, it is by the Laneli 
Creon. And what's that, — but the Sword of Ty- 
ranny, 
When it is brandiſh'd againſt innocent Lives? 
Pm now upon my Death-bed, Sir, and 'tis fit 


1 ſhould unboſom my free Conſcience. 


And ſhew the Faith I die in do believe 
Tis Tyranny that takes my Life. 

Sim. Would it were gone 
By one Means or other ! what a long Day 


Will this be e'er Night? [ Afice. 
Creon. Simonides. | 
Sim. Here, Sir [W22P1Ngs 


Creon. Wherefore doſt thou weep ? 
Clean. Cauſe you make no more Haſte to your End. 
Aide. 
Sim. How can you queſtion Nature ſo unjuſtly ? 
| had a Grandfather, and then had not you 


True filial Tears for him? 


Clean. Hypocrite! 


A Diſeaſe of Drought dry up all | Pity from him 
{ Thar can diſſemble Pity with wet Eyes  [Alideo 


Creon. Be good unto your Mother, Simonides 3 
She muſt be now your Care. 

Antig. To what End, Sir? 
The Bell of this ſharp Edict tolls for me, 
As it rings out for you I'll be as ready 


Wich one Hours Stay to go along with you. 


Creon. Thou muſt not Woman; there are Years be- 
hind, a \ | 
Before thou canſt ſet forward in this Voyage, 
And Nature ſure will now, be kind to all: 
She has a Quarrel in't, a cruel Law 


| Secks to prevent her, ſhe'll therefore fight in't, 
And draw out Life even to her longeſt Thread: 


Thou art ſcarce fifty- five. 5 
Vor. IV. 0 | [Antrg. 


— 
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Antig. So many Morrows; 
Thoſe five remaining Years I'll turn to Days 
To Hours or Minutes for thy Company. 
Tis fit that you and I, being Man and Wife, 
Should walk together Arm in Arm. 
Sim. J hope! they'l go together ; I would they vous, 
1'Faith ! 
Then would her Thirds be ſav'd too, — the Day goes 
away, Sir. 


Creon. Why wouldft thou have me gone, Simonides? 


Sim. O my Heart! Would you have me gone before 


| ou, Sir? 
Lau give me ſuch a deadly Wound. 
Clean. Fine Raſcal! | or” 


Sim. Blemiſh my Duty fo with ſuch a Queſtion ? 
Sir, I would haſte A to the Duke for Mercy; 
He that's above the Law may mitigate | 
The Rigour of the Law. How a good Meaning 
May 4 corrupted by Miſconſtruction! 
Creon. Thou corrupt'ſt mine; I did not chink thou 
mean'ſt ſo. 


Clean. Vou were in the more Error. [ Afede. 


Sim. The Words wounded me. 


Clean. Twas Pity thou died'it not on't. [ Afide. 


Sim. I have been ranſacking the Helps of Law 
Conferring with theſe learned Advocates; 
If any Scruple, Cauſe, or wreſted Senſe _ 
Could have been found out to preſerve your Life, 


It had been bought, though with your full Eſtate, "PN 


Your Life's ſo precious to me But there is none. 


1 Law. Sir, we have canvas'd it from Top to Toe, 


Turn'd it upſide. down, threw her on her Side, 
Nay open'd and diſſected all her Entrails 
Jet can find none: There's nothing to be hop'd 
But the Duke's Mercy. 

Sim. I know the Hope of that; | 
He did not make the Law for that Purpoſe. - 
Creon. Then to his hopeleſs Mercy laſt I go, 
I have fo many Precedents before me, 3 

| mu 
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! muſt call it hopeleſs, Antigona, 
See me deliver'd up unto my Death? s-Man | 
And then we'll part five Years hence I'll look for thee. 
Sim. I hope ſhe'll not ſtay fo long behind you. 
Creon, Do not *bate him an Hour by Grief and 
| Sorrow 
Since there's a Day prefixed, haſte it not, 
Suppoſe me ſick, Antigona, dying now, 
Any Diſeaſe thou wilt may be my End; 
Or when Death's ſlow to come, ſay Tyrants ſend. 
[ Exennt Creon, Antigona, and Lawyers. 
Sim. Cleanthes, if you want Money, To-morrow 
uſe me | 
| Fil truſt you while your Father's dead. [Exit 
Clean. Why here's a Villain *, 
Able to corrupt a Thouſand by Example, 
Does the kind Root bleed our his Livelihood 
In parent Diſtribution to his Branches, 
. Adorning them with all his glorious Fruits, 
Proud that his Pride 1s ſeen when he's unſeen, 
And mult not Gratitude defcend again | 
To comfort his old Limbs in fruitleſs Winter? 
Improvident, at leaft partial Nature, | 
Weak Woman in this Kind, who in thy laſt 
Teeming ſtill forgets the former, ever malting 
The Burthen of thy laſt Throws the deareſt 
Darling! oh! yet in noble Man reform it, 
And make us better than thoſe Vegetives, 
| Whoſe Souls die within them. Nature as thou art old, 
If Love and Fuftice be not dead in thee, 
Make ſome the Pattern of thy Piety, Go 
Left all do turn unnaturally againſt thee, 
And thou be blam'd for our Oblivions 


hy bere's a Villain, &c. 
This Contraſt of Ingratitude and filial Piety, between the two Sons is 
| happily imagined, and as well executed. The 23 Scene be- 
tween the Father, the Son, and his Wife is a lively Picture of du- 
teous Affection and * Love. | 
8 Enter 
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Enter Leonides and Hippolita. 


And brutiſh Reluctations: I, here's the Ground 
W hereon my filial Faculties muſt build 
An Edifice of Honour or of Shame 
To all Mankind. 
Hip. You muſt avoid it, Sir: 
If there be any Love within yourſelf, 
This is far more than Fate of a loſt Game 
That another Venture may reſtore again; 
It is your Life, which you ſhould not ſubject 
To any Crue ty, if you can preſerve it. 
Clean. O deareſt Woman! thou haſt now doubled 
A thouſand Times thy nuptial Dowry to me. 
Why, ſhe whoſe Love is but derived from me 
Is got before me in my debted Duty. 
Hip. Are you thinking ſuch a Reſolution, Sir? 
Clean. Sweeteſt lippolita, what Love taught thee 
To be ſo forward in fo good a Caule ? 

Hip. Mine own Pity, Sir, did firſt inſtruct me 
And then your Love and Power did both command me. 
Clean. They were all bleſſed Angels to direct thee. 

And take their Counſel—how do youfare, Sir ? 
Leon. Never better, Cleanthes, I have conceiv'd 
Such a new Joy within this old Boſom, 
As did never think would there have entered. 
Clean. Joy call you it? alas! 'tis Sorrow, Sir; 
1 he worſt of Sorrows, Sorrow unto Death. 
Leon. Death? what's that, Cleanthes ? I thought 
not on't; 
I was in Contemplation of this Woman : 
Tis all thy Comfort, Son; thou haſt in her 
A Treaſure unvaluable, keep her ſaſe. 
When I die, ſure *twill be a gentle Death; 
For I will die with Wonder of her Virrues, 
Nothing elſe ſhall diſſolve me. 
Clean. Twere much better, Sir, 
Could you prevent their Malice. 


Leon. 
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Teon. VII prevent 'em, 
And die the Way I told thee, in - Woe - 
Of this good Woman, I tell thee there's few Men 
Have ſuch a Child (1 mult thank thee for her) 
That the ſtronger Tie of Wedlock ſhould do more 
Than Nature in her neareſt I.igaments _ | 
Ot Blood and Propagation, I ſhould ne'er 


Have begot ſuch a Daughter of my own : 
A Daughter in Law! Law were above Nature, 


Were there more ſuch Children. 
Clean, This Admiration 
Helps nothing to your Sajety, think of that, Sir. 
Leon. Had you heard her, Cleanthes, but labour 
In the Search of Means to ſave my forfeit Life, 
And knew the wiſe and found Preſervations 
That ſhe found out, you would redouble all 
My Wonder in your Love to her. | 
Clean. The Thought, | 
The very Thought claims all that from me, 
And ſhe's now poſſeſt of it: But, good Sir, 
If you have ought recciv'd from her Advice, 
Let s follow it; or elſe let's better think, 
And take the ſureſt Courſe. 
Leon. Til tell thee one; 
She counſels me to fly my ſevere Country, 
Turn all into Treaſure, and there build up 
My decaying Fortunes in a ſafer Soil, 
Where Epire's Law cannot claim me. 
Clean. And Sir, f 
I apprehend it as a ſafeſt Courſe 
And may be eaſily accompliſhed , 
Let us be all moſt expeditious. | 
Every Country where we breath will be our own, 
Or better Soil. Heav'n is the Roof of all, 
And now, as Epire's ſituate by this Law, 
There is *rwixt us and Heav'n a dark Eclipſe. 
Hip: Oh, then, avoid it, Sir! theſe ſad Events 
Follow thole black Predictions. - IS 
| O 3 = Laon. 
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Leon. I pry'thee Peace, 
I do allow thy Love Hippolita; 

But muſt not follow it as Counſel, Child; 

J muſt not ſhame my Country for the Law: 
This Country here hath bred me, brought me up, 
And ſhall I now refuſe a Grave in her? WS! 
Fm in my ſecond Infancy, and Children 
Ne'er ſleep ſo ſweetly in their Nurſes Cradle 
As in their natural Mothers. OT 1 

. I, but, Sir, 
She is unnatural; then the Stepmother 
Is to be prefer'd before her. 

Leon. Tuſh! ſhe ſhall 
Allow it me in Deſpite of her Entrails; 
Why do you think how far from Judgment 'tis 
That I ſhould travel forth to ſeek a Grave 
That is already digg'd for me at Home, 
Nay, perhaps find it in my Way to ſeek it? 
How have I then ſought a repentant Sorrow ? 
For your dear Loves how have I baniſh'd you 
From your Country ever with my baſe Attempt 
How have I begger'd you in waſting that 
Which only for your Sakes ] bred together? 
Buried my Name in Epzre which I built 
Upon this Frame to live for ever in. 
What a baſe Coward ſhall I betofly 
From that Enemy which every Minute meets me, 
And thouſand odds he had not long vanquiſh'd me 
Before this Hour of Battle? fly my Death 
T will not be ſo falſe unto your "ſtates, 
Nor fainting to the Man that's yet in me, : 
I'll meet him bravely, I cannot (this knowing) fear 
That, when I am gone hence, 1 ſhall be there, 
Come, I have Days of Preparation left, 

Clean. Good Sir, hear me: £55 
J have a Genius that has prompted me, 
And 1 have almoſt formed it into Words, 
'Tis done, pray you obferve em, I can conceal you 
And yet not leave your Country. 


Leon, 
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Leon. Tuſh! it cannot de 
> Wirbout a certain Peril on us all. 
Ciean. Danger muſt be hazarded rather than accept 
A er Deſtruction. - You have a Lodge, Sir, 
So far remote from Way of Paſſengers, 
That feldom any mortal Eye does greet with it, 
And yet ſo ſweetly fituate, with Thickets 
Built with ſuch cunning Labyrinths within, 
As if the provident Heavens, foreſeeing Cruelty 
Had bid you frame it to this Purpoſe only. 
Leon. Fie, Fiel *tis dangerous—and Treaſon too 
To abuſe the Law, i | 
Hip. *Tis holy Care, Sir, 
Of your dear Lite, which is your own to keep, 
Bur not your own to loſe, either in Will | 
Or Negligence. 
Clean, Call you it Treaſon, Sir 125 
J had been, then, a Traitor unto you, 
Had I forgot this, beſeech you accept of it, 
It is ſecure, and a Duty to yourſelf. 
Leon. What a Coward will you make me? 
Clean. You miſtake, 
Tis noble Courage, now you fight with Death, 
And yield not to Him till you ſtoop under him. 
Teon. This muſt needs open to diſcovery, 
And then what Torture follows ? 
Clean. By what Means, Sir ? | 
Why there's but one Body in all this Counſel, 
Which cannot betray itſelf: We two are one, 
One Soul, one Body, one Heart, that think all one 
Thought; 
And yet we two are not compleatly one, 
But as have deriv'd myſelf from you, 
Who ſhall betray us where there is no Second? 
Hip. You muſt hot miſtruſt my Faith, muy my 
Sent 
Plead weak and Frailty for me. 


Leon. Oh I dare not! 


But where's the Means that muſt e's, anſwer ** me. 
O 4 I can» 
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I cannot be loſt without a full Account, 


And what muſt pay that Reckoning? 

Clean. Oh, Sir, we will 
Keep ſolemn Obits for your Funeral; 
We'll ſeem to weep, and ſeem to joy withal 
That Death ſo gently has prevented you 
The Law's ſharp Rigour, and this no mortal Ear 
Shall participate the Knowledge of. 

Leon. Ha, ha, ha! 
This will be a ſportive fine Demur, 
It the Error be not found. 

Clean. Pray doubt of none. | 
Your Company and beſt Proviſion 
Muſt be no further furniſh'd than by us, 
And in the interim your Solitude 
May converſe with Heaven, and fairly prepare 


Which was too violent and raging 


Thrown Headlong on you. | 
Leon. Still there are ſome Doubts 
Of the Diſcovery ; yet I do allow it. 


Hip. Will you not mention now the Coſt and Charge 


Which will be in your keeping ? 
Leon. That will be ſomewhat, - 
Which you might ſave too. 25 
Clean. With his Will againſt him; 
What Foe is more to Man than Man himſelf? 


Are you reſolv'd Sir? 


Leon. I am, Cleant bes: | 
If by this Means I do get aReprieve 
And cozen Death a While, when he ſhall come 
Arm'd in his own Power to give the Blow, 
Fl ſmile upon him then, and laughing go. [Exeuni. 


The End of the FigsT ACT. | 
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AGTE- SCENE i 


Enter Duke, three Courtiers, and Executioner. © 


Dude. Xecutioner. 


Exe. My Lord. = 
Duke. How did old Diocles take his Death?) 
Exe. As weeping Brides receive their Joys at Night, 

my Lord, 

With Trembling, yet with Patience. 

Duke. Why twas well. 
1 Cour. Nay, I knew my Father would do * 
my Lord, 

When eber he came to die, I'd that Opinion of him, 

Which made me the more willing to part from him; 

He was not fit to live i'th' World, indeed | 

Any Time theſe ten Years, my Lord, 

But I would not ſay ſo much. 

Duke. No? you did not well in't, 
For he that's all ſpent, is ripe for Death at all Hours, 


And does but trifle Time our, 


1 Cour. Troth, my Lord, | 
I would l'd known your Mind nine Years ago, 

Duke. Our Law is fourſcore Years, becauſe we judge 
Dotage complete then, as Unfruitfulneſs 
In Women at threeſcore, Marry, if the Son 


Can within Compaſs bring good ſolid Proofs 


Ot his own Father's Weakneſs and Unfitneſs 

To live, or ſway the Living, though, he want five 

Or ten Years of his Number, that's not it, 

His Defe& makes him fourſcore, and *tis fit 

He dies when he deſerves ; for every Act 

Is in Effect then when the Cauſe is ripe. 
N ; 9 | 2 Cour, 
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2 Cour. An admirable Prince]! how rarely he talks! 
Oh that we'd known this, Lads! What a Time did we 
endure in two-prany Commons? and in Boots twice 
vamp'd? 

1 Cour. Now we have two Pair a Week, and yet 
not thankful, 
»Twill be a fine World for them, Sirsthatc come after us. 
2 Cour. I, and they knew it. 
1 Cour. Peace, let them never know it. 
3 Cour. A Pox, there be young Heirs will foon 
ſmell it out, = * 
2 Cour. *T'will come to em by Inſtinct, Man, may ( 
| your Grace 
Never be old, you ſtand fo well for Youth. 
Duke. Why now, methinks, our Court looks like a 
Spring, [gone. 
Sweet, freſh, and faſhionable, now the old Weeds are 
| | 1 Cour. Tis as a Court ſhould be: Gloſs and good 
| Cloaths, my Lord, 'no Matter for Merit; and herein 
B your Law proves a provident Act, my Lord, when Men 
| paſs not the Palſy of their Tongues, nor Colour in their 
= Cheeks. 
A Duke. But Women by that Law ſhou'd live i 
| For they're ne'er paſt it. 
| 1 Cour. It will have Heats though, when they ſee 
| the Painting 
| Go an Inch deep ith? Wrinckle, and take up 
= A Box more than their Goſſips, but for Men, m) Lord, 
"| That ſhould be the ſole Bravery of a Palace, 
To walk with hollow Eyes and Jong white Beards, 

(As if a Prince dwelt in a Land of Goats) 

With Cloaths as if they ſat upon their Backs on Purpoſe 

To arraign a Faſhion, and condemn it to Exile ; 

Their Pockets in their Sleeves, as if they laid 

Their Ear to Avarice, and heard the Devil ch 

Now ours lie downward here cloſe to the Flank, 

Right ſpending Pockets, as a Son's ſhould be 

That lives Pth* F aſhion, where our diſeaſed Fathers N 
Wou 
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] Would with the Sciatica and Aches at 
WM brought up your par'd Hoſe firſt, which Ladies laugh'd 


Giving no Reverence to the Place, (lies ruin'd,) 
They love a Doublet that's three Hours a buttoning, 
t And "Re ſo cloſe it makes a Man groan again, 


And his Soul mutter half a Day; yet thele are thoſe 
: That carry Sway and Worth, prick 'd up in Cloaths, 
Why ſhould we fear our Riſing ? 
Duke. You but wrong 


n Our Kindneſs, and your own Deſerts to doubt on't, 
| Has not our Law made you rich before your Time? 
b Our Countenance, then, can make you honourable. 
; 1 Cour. We'll ſpare tor no Colt, Sir, to appear 
worthy. 
a Dute. Why y' are i "he noble „Way then, for the moſt 


e. Are but Appearers; Worth itſelf is loſt, 
re And Bravery ſtands for't. 


d | 
1 Euler Creon, Antigona and Simonides, 
en py 
ir 1 Cour. Look, look, who comes here! 
I ſmell Death and another Courtier, 
imonides. | 
2 Cour. Sim. 
ſee 1 Sim. Piſh, I'm not for you yet, 


Your Company s too coſtly, after the old Man's 
5 Diſpatch'd T ſhall have Time to talk with you; 
rd, I mal come into the Faſhion you ſhall ſee too 
After a Day or two; in the mean Time 
I am not for your Company. | 
Duke, Old Creon. you have been expected long "T1 
| Sure you're above fourſcore. 
Sim. Upon my Life, 
Not four and twenty Hours, my Lord; I ſearch'd 
The Church-book Yeſterday. Does your Grace think 
I'd let my Father wrong the Law, my Lord? 
Twere Pity o'my Life then; no, your Act 
| _ not receive a Minute $ Wrong by him 


ld While 
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W hile I live, Sir; and he's ſo juſt himſelf too 
1 know he HARE not offer't— here he ſtands. 


Creon. Tis juſt I die, indeed, my Lord, for ! 


confeſs 
I'm troubleſome to Life now, and the State 
Can hope for nothing worthy from me now, 
Either in Force or Counſel, Pve of late 
Employ*d myſelf quite from the World, and he 
That once begins to ſerve his Maker faithful 7 
Can never ſerve a worldly Prince well after; J 
*Tis clean another Way. 
Aatig. Oh, give not Confidence 
To all he ſpeaks, my Lord, in his own Injury! 
H's Preparation only for the next World 
Makes him talk wildly to his Wrong of this, 
He is not loft in Judgment. 
Sim. She ſpoils all again 
Antig. Deſerving any Way for State Employment. 
Sim. Mother 
Antig. _ very houſhold Laws preſcrib'd at home 
im 
Are able to conform ſeven Chriſtian Kingdoms, 
They are fo wiſe and virtuous, 
Sim. Mother, I ſay.—— 
Antig. 1 know your Laws extend not to deſert, * 
But to unneceſſary Years, and, my Lord, 
His are no ſuch, though chey ſhew white, they re 
| worthy, 
Judicious, able, and religious. 
Sim. Vil help you to a Courtier of nineteen, Mother 
Antig. Away unnatural ! 
Sim. Then I am no Fool, I'm ſure, 
For to be natural ar ſuch a Time 
Were a Fool's Part, indeed. 
Antig. Your Grace's Pity, Sir! 
And *tis but fit and juſt. 
Creon. The Law, my Lord; 
And that's the juſteſt Way. 


— © 
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Sim. Well faid Father; i Faitb. = 


Thou wer't ever juſter than my Mother ſtill. 
Duke. Come hither, Sir. 
Sim. My Lord. 
Duke. What are thoſe Orders? 
Antig. Worth Obſervation, Sir, 


| So pleaſe you hear them read. [Lord: 


Sim. The Woman ſpeaks ſhe knows not what, my 

He make a Law? poor Man he bought a Table, 
indeed. 

Only to learn to die by't, there's the Buſineſs now, 
Wherein there are ſome Precepts for a Son too 
How he ſhould learn to live, but I neer look*d upon it: 
For, when he's dead, I ſhall live well enough, 

And keep a better Table then than that I trow. 
Duke. And is that all, Sir? 
Sim. All, I vow, my Lord, 
Save a few running Admonitions 


Upon Cheeſe-Trenchers — as take heed of Whoring, 


ſhun it 

'Tis like a Cheeſe too ſtrong of the Runner, 
And ſuch Calve's Maws of Wit and Admonition 
Good to catch Mice with, but not Sons and Heirs, 
They're not ſo eaſily caught. 

Duke. Agent for Death. 

Exe. Your Will, my Lord. 

Duke. Take hence that Pile of Years, 
Before ſurfeit with unprofitable Age, 
And with the reſt from the bigh Promontory, 
_ Caſt him into the Sea. 

Creon. *Tis noble Juſtice. 

Antig. *Tis curſed Tyranny. 

Sim. Peace! take heed, Mother; 
You've but a ſhort Time to be caſt down yourſelf, 
And let a young Courtier do 5 and you be wiſe, 
In the mean Time. 

Antig. Hence, Slave! 

Sim. Well ſeven and fifty, [ Payment, 
You've but three Years Years to ſcold, then comes your 


1 Cour. 
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1 Cour. Simonides. [ets 

Sim. Piſh, I'm not brave ich to hold you Talk 
Give a Man Time, I havea Suit a making. 

2 Cour. We love thy Form firſt, brave Cloaths will 

come, Man. 

Fim. I'll make 'em come elſe, with a Miſchief to em, 
As other Gallants do, that have leſs left em. 

Duke. Hark ! whence thoſe Sounds? what's that? 

1 Cour. Some Funeral, Recorders, 
* — 928 Lord, and young Cleanthes follows. 


Enter Cleanthes, and en, with a Hunſe 


Duke. Cleantbes ? 

2 Cour. Tis, my Lord, and in | the "LA 
Of a chief Mourner too, but ſtrangely habited. 

Duke. Yet ſuitable to his Behaviour, mark it, 
He comes all the Way ſmiling, .do you obſerve it ? 
J never ſaw a Coarſe fo joyfully followed, 


Light Colours and light Cheeks — who ſhould this be? 


58 a Thing worth reſolving. 
8 Sim. One, belike, that doth participate 
In this our preſent Joy. 
Duke. Cleantbes. 
Clean, Oh! my Lord! 
Duke. He laugh'd outright now, 
Was ever ſuch a Contraricty feen 
In natural Courſes yet, nay profeſs'd openly ? 


1 Cour. I have known a Widow laugh cloſely, * 


Lord, 
Under her Handkerchief, when tYother Part of 
Her old Face has wept like Rain in Sunſhine; 
But all the Face to laugh apparently was never ſeen yet. 
. Yes, w_ did once. 
Clean. Tis, of a heavy Time, the joyfull'ſt 
That ever Son was born - Joy _ 
Duke. How can that be? 
Clean. Ij 1 make it plain, my Father g dead. 
| Duk 7 


- 
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Duke. Dead? 
2 Cour. Old Leonides ? 
K Clean. In his laſt Month dead, 
He beguiPd cruel Law the ſweetlieſt - 
That ever Age was bleſt to, | 
It grieves me that a Tear ſhould fall upon't, 
* Being a thing ſo joyful; but his Memory 
| Will work it out I ſee; when his poor Heart walks 
did not ſo much but leap'd for Joy 
So mountingly, I touch'd-the Stars, methought, 
[ would not hear of Blacks, I was fo light, 
But choſe a Colour Orient, like my Mind: 
For Blacks are often ſuch diſſembling Mourners , 
There is no Credit given to't, it has loſt 
All Reputation by falſe Sons and Widows. 
Now I would have Men know what I reſemble, 
A Truth, indeed, *tis Joy clad like a Joy, 
Which is more honeſt than a cunning Grief 
That's only fac'd with Sables for a Show, 
But gawdy-hearted; when I ſaw Death come 
t So ready to deceive you, Sir, forgive me, 
I could not chooſe but be intirely merry, 
And yet too, ſee now, of a ſudden —_ 
Naming but Death, I ſhew myſelf a Mortal, 8 
That's never conſtant to one Paſſion long; = 
| I wonder whence that Tear came, when I ſmil'd, 
In the Production on't, Sorrow's a Thief, 
That can, when Joy looks on, ſteal forth a Grief, 
But, gracious Leave, my Lord, when I've perform'd 
My laſt poor Duty to my F ather- 8 _ 
1 ſhall return Your Servant, 


4) 


Ny 


* For Blacks are often, &C. | 
Mr. Pope has a Thought ſomething gie to * which I 1 


Iranſeribe, 
— able Weeds appear 
Grieve far an Hour, perhaps, than mourn a Year, 
And bear about the Mockery of Wae 
To Mianight Dancer, and the public Shew. 
Elegy on an unfortunate Lady. | 


Duke. 
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And by his Death, Cleanubes, you gain well, 


Another Father, Condition he did the like. 


Thou ſt been ſo us'd to wide long: ſide things, that when 
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Duke. Well, perform it; 
The Law 1s ſatisfy'd, they can but die, 


A rich and fair Revenue. [Exeunt Duke, Cour tiers, &c. 
Sim. I would I had e' en 


Clean. l've paſt it bravely now; how blcſt was I 
To have the dim Sight, now *tis conficm'd, 


| Paſt Fear or Doubts confirm'd, on, on I ſay, 


Him that brought me to Man, I bring to Clay, 
 [Exeunt Cleanthes, Hippolita, Gs. 
Sim. I'm wrapp'd now in a Contemplation 
Ev'n at the very Sight of yonder Hearſe, 


I do but think what a fine thing 'tis now 


To live and toliow ſome ſeven Uncles thus, 

As many Cozen Germans, and ſuch People 

That will leave Legacies; a Pox I'd ſee 'em hang'd, 
elſe, cer I'd follow one of them, and they could find 
the Way, Now I've enough I begin to be horribly co- 
vetous. 2 


Enter Butler, Taylor, Bailiff, Cook, Coachman and Tout 


nn. | 


But. We come to know your Worſhip's Pleaſure, 


| SI, - | | 1 

Having long ſerv'd your Father, how your good Will 

Stands towards our Entertainment. | 
Sim. Not a Jot, i' Faith: My Father wore cheap t 

Garments, he might do't; I ſhall have all my Cloaths 0 

come home To- morrow, they will eat up all you, and n 

there were more of you Sirs. To keep you ſix at Livery, 

and ſtill munching. N 

Tay. Why I'mia Taylor, you've moſt Need of me, Sit. 1 

Sim. Thou mad'ſt my Father's Cloaths, that I con- 

feſs; but what Son and Heir will have his Father's | 

Taylor, unleſs he have a Mind to be well laugh'd at! A 


I come 


y. 


it- 
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tome to truſs I ſhall have the Waiſt of my Doublet lie 
upon my. Buttocks, a ſweet Sight! 

But. I'm a Butler. 

Sim. There's leaſt Need of thee, F ellow; I ſhall ne er 
drink at Home, I ſhall be fo drunk n 

But. But a Cup of ſmall Beer will do well next 


Morning, Sir. : 
Sim. I grant you; but what need I keep ſo big a 


Knave for a Cup of ſmall Beer ? 


| Cook, Butler, you have your Anſwer, — Marry, Sir, 
x Cook; I know your Maſterſhip cannot be without. 
Sim. The more Aſs art thou to think ſo; for what 
ſhould I do with, a Mountebank, no Drink in my 
Houſe? —the baniſhing the Butler might have been a 
warning for thee, unleſs thou mean'lt to choak me. 

Cook, I'th* mean Time you have choaked me, me- 
thinks. 

Bai. Theſe are ſuperfluous Vanities, Indeed, 
And fo accounted in theſe ys, Ir, 


But then your Bailiff to receive your Rents— 


Sim. I pry*thee hold thy Tongue, Fellow; I ſhall take 
a Courſe to ſpend em faſter than thou canſt reckon em, 
tis not the Rents muſt ſerve my Turn, unleſs I mean 


| to be laugh'd at, if a Man ſhould be ſeen out of Slaſh 


me, let him ne'er look to be right Gallant : 


But, Sirrah ! with whom is your Buſineſs? 


Coach. Your good Maſteiſhip. 

Sim, You have ſtood filent all this while, like Men 
that know their Strengths. In theſe Days, none of you 
can want Employment, you can win me Wages, Foot- 
man, in running Races. 

Foot. I dare boaſt it, Sir. ; 

Sim. And when my Bets are all come in, and ſtore, 
Then, Coachman, you can hurry me to my Whore. 

Coach, I'll firk *em into Foam, elle, 
Sim. Speaks brave Matter, | 
And I'll fark ſome too, or it ſhall coſt hot Water [ Exit 

Cook, Why here's an Age to make a Cook a Ruffin, 


and ſcald the Devil indeed; do ſtrange mad things, 


Vor. IV. ” TW make 
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make Mutton-paſtics -of Dogs-fleſh, bake Snakes for 
_Lamprey Pies, and Cats for Conies: 

But. Come, will you be ruPd by a Butler's Advice, 
once? for we muſt make up our Fortunes ſomewhere, 
Now, as the Caſe ſtands, let's e'en, therefore, go ſeek 
out Widows of nine and fifty, and we can, that's within 
a Year of their Deaths, and ſo we ſhall be ſure to be 
quickly rid of em; for a Year's enough of Conſcience 
to be troubled with a Wife, for any Man living. 
Cook. Oracle Butler! Oracle Buller he puts down 
all the Doctors o 'th' Name. I Erxeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Eugenia, and Parthenia. 


Eug. Parthenia ! 

Par. Mother. 

Eug. I ſhall. be troubled this ſix Months with an old 
Clog, would the Law had been cut one Year ſhorter. 


Ad. 

Par. Did you call forſooth? | 
Eug. Yes, you muſt make ſome Spoon-Meat for 
your Father, and warm three Night-Caps for 
him. Out upon't! The mere Conceit turns a Young 
Woman's Stomack, His Slippers muſt be warm'd, in 
Auguſt too, and his Gown girt to him in the very Dog- 
days, when every Maſtiff lolls out his Tongue for Heat, 
. would not this vex a Beauty of nineteen now? Alas! I 
ſhould be tumbling in cold Baths now under æach Arm- 
pit a fine Bean- flower Bag, to ſcrew out Whiteneſs when 
I lift, and ſome ſeven of the prop*reſt Men i 'th' Duke- 
dom making a Banquet ready i'th' next Room for me, 
where he that gets the firſt Kiſs is envied and ſtands 
upon his Guard a Fortnight after. This is a Life for 
nineteen; *tis but Juſtice: for old Men, whoſe great 
Acts ſtand in their Minds and nothing in their Bodies, 
do ne er think a Woman young enough for their Deſire, 


and 
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and we young Wenches, that have Mother-wits, and 
love to marry Muck firſt, and Man after, do never 
think old Men are old enough, that we may ſoon. be 
k rid of em; there's our Quittance. I've waited for the 
happy Hour this two Years; and, if Death be ſo un- 


* kind ſtill to let him live all that Time, I am loſt. 
e 
Enter Courtiers. 
n 
1 Gir Yon Lady! 
2 Cour. O ſweet precious Bud of Bessey! 
*Troth, ſhe ſmells over all the Houſe, methinks. 
1 Cour. The ſweet Briar's but a Counterfeit to her, 
It does exceed you only in the Prickle; 
But that it ſhall not long, if you'll be rul'd, Lady. 
Eug. What means this ſudden Viſitation, Gentlemen 
So paſſing well perfum'd too? Who's your Milliner ? 
| Cour. Love, and thy Beauty, Widow. 
d Enps, Widow, Sir? 
1 Cour. *Tis ſure, and that's as con, In Trotk . 
. we're Suitors: We come a wooing, Wench, plain 
dlealing's beſt, 
Or Eug. A barack Þ ? what, before my Huſband's dead? 
or 2 Cour. Let's loſe no T; ime; ſix Months will have 
g an End, you Know; I know't by all the Bonds that &er 
in I made yer. 
3  £ug. That's a fore Knowledge; but it holds not 
t, here, Sir. 

[ 1 Cour. Don't you know the Crafe of your young 
n- Tumblers? That you wed an old Man, you think upon 
en another Huſband as you are marrying of him; —We, 
e knowing your Thoughts, made bold t to ſee you. 
2 
| Enter Simonides, Coachman. | 
a Eug. How wond'rous right he ſpeaks ? 'ewas my 
* Thought, indeed. 


e, p "24 | Sin. 
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Sim, By your Leave, ſweet Widow, do you lack 
any Gallants ? 

Eug. Widow again! *Tis a Comfort to be call'd ſo, 

1 Cour. Who's this? Simonides ? 

2 Cour. Brave Sim. Faith. 

Sim. Coachman! 

Coach. Sir. 

Sim. Have an eſpecial Care of my new Mares; 
They ſay, ſweet Widow, he that loves a Horſe well 


Muſt needs love a Widow well. — When dies thy 


Huſband ? 
Is't not July next. 
Eug. Oh! you're too hot, Sir! 
Pray cool yourſelf, and take September with you. 
Sim. September? Oh! I was but two Bows wide. 
1 Cour. Mr. Simonides. | 
Sim. I can entreat * Gallants; Foal in Faſhion too. 


Enter Ly "PTY | 
_ Lyſan. Ha! whence this unheard af Folly ? what 


are you? 

Sim. Well-willers to your Wife; pray *tend your 
Book, Sir, we've nothing to ſay to you, you may go 
die, for here be thoſe in Place that can ſupply. 

Jyſan. What's thy wild Buſineſs here? 

Sim. Old Man, I'll tell thee; I come to beg the Re- 
verſion of thy Wife, I think theſe Gallants be of .my 
Mind too. - But thou art but a dead Man, therefore 
what ſhould a Man do talking with thee, come Widow, 
ſtand to your Tackling, 

Zyſan. Impious Blood-hounds! 

Sim. Let the Ghoſt talk, ne'er mind him. 

Lyſan. Shames of Nature! 

Sim. Alas, poor Ghoſt! conſider what the Man is. 

-Ly/an. Monſters unnatural ! X you that have been 

covetous 
of your own Father's Death, gape you for mine now ? 
Cannot 
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Cannot a poor old Man, that now can reckon 


Even all the Hours he has to live, live quiet 

For ſuch wild Beaſts as theſe, that neither hold 

A Certainty of good within themſelves, 

But ſcatter others Comforts that are ripened 

For holy Uſes? Is hot Youth ſo haſty 

It will not give an old Man leave to die? 

And leave a Widow firſt, but will make one 1 
The Huſband looking on? May your Deſtructions 
Come all in haſty Figures to your Souls, 1 


Jour Wealth depart in haſte, to overtake 


Your Honeſties, that died when you were Infants. 
May your Male-ſeed be haſty Spend-thrifts too. 
Your Daughters haſty Sinners and diſeaſed 
Fer they be thought at Years to welcome Milery ; 
And may you never know what Leiſure is | 
But at Repentance—I am too uncharitable, 
Too foul; I muſt go cleanſe myſelf with Prayers. 
Theſe are the Plagues of Fondneſs to old Men, 
We're puniſh'd home with what we doat upon. [Exrt. 
Sim. So, ſo, the Ghoſt is vaniſh'd now: Your An- 
ſwer, Lady. | 
Eug. Excuſe me, Gentlemen, *twere as much Im- 
pudence 1 
In me to give you a kind Anſwer yet, 
As Madneſs to produce a churliſh dne. 15 
I could ſay now, come a Month hence, ſweet Gen- 
tlemen, . 
Or two or three, or when you will, indeed; 
But I ſay no ſuch thing; I ſet no Time 
Nor is it mannerly to deny any, 


I'll carry an even Hand to all the World, 


Let other Women make what Haſte they will, 
What's that to me? But I profels unfeignedly, 
Pl! have my Huſband dead before I marry ; 


| Ne'er look for other Anſwer at my Hands, Gentlemen. 


Sim. Would he were hang'd, for my Part, looks for 
other. | 5 | 
Eug. I'm at a Word. 


Sim. 


105 
{a 
8 
8 1 
1 
| 
i 7 
j | 
_ 
4 


uu OLD LAW. 


Sim. And I'm at a Blow, then; 


Pl lay you o'th* Lips and leave you. 

1 Cour. Well ſtruck, Sim. 

Sim. He that dares ſay he'll mend it, I'll ſtrike him, 
I Cour. He would betray himſelf to be a Brother 
That goes about to mend it. 
Eꝛug. Gentlemen, you know my Mind; I bar you 

not my Houſe; 

But if you chooſe out Hours more ſeaſonably, 
You may have Entertainment. 


* Enter Parthenia. 


Sim. What will ſhe do hereafter when ſhe is a Widow, 
Keeps open Houſe already?  [ Exit Sim. and Court. 
Eug. How now, Girl? Flight, 


Par. Thoſe 1 Fools that hither Won their 


Have griev'd my Father much. 
Eug. Speak well of Youth, Wench, 


While thou'lt a Day to live; *tis Youth "muſt make thee, 


And when Youth fails, wiſe Women will make it ; 7 
But always take Age firſt, to make thee rich: 
That was my Counſel ever, and then Youth 


Will make thee Sport enough all thy Life after. 


*Tis Time's Policy, Wench, what is't to bide 
A little Ha dneſs for a Pair of Years, or ſo, 


A Man whoſe only Strength lies in his Breath, 
| Weakneſs in all Parts elſe, thy Bedfellow, 


A cough o*h* Lungs, or fy a whening Matter, 

Then ſhake off Chains, and dance all thy Life after. 
Par. Every one to their Liking ; but I ſay 

An honeſt Man's worth all, be he young or Bray 


Yonder's my Couſin. 


Enter H ppolita 


Eug. Art, I muſt uſe thee now ; 3 


| Diſfebling' is che beſt Help for a Virtue 


That ever Woman had, it ſaves her Credit often. 


2 — — 8 — 


hd , 4 


T HH E © LD: L A W. 215 
Hip. How now Couſin | | 
What weeping? _ 

Eug. Can you blame me when the Time 
Oh! my dear Love and Huſband now draws on ? 

I ſtudy funeral Tears againſt the Day 
I muſt be a ſad Widow. 

Hip. In Troth, Eugenia, T have C auſe to weep too; 
But, when 12 I come comfortably, | 
And look to be ſo quited, —yet more Sobbing ? - 
Eug. Oh ! the greateſt Part of your Affliction's paſt, 


The worſt of mine's to come; I have one to die, 


Your Huſband's Father's dead, and fix'd in his 
Eternal Peace, paſt the ſharp tyrannous Blow. 7 
Hip. You muſt uſe Patience Coz. | 
Eug. Tell me of Patience??? ele, 
Hip. You have Example fort, in-me and many. 
Eug. Yours was a Father-in-Law;z but mine a 
Huſband, _ 
Oh] for a Woman that could love and live, 
With an old Man, mine is a Jewel, Couſin; 
- So quietly he lies by one, fo ſtill ——_ 
Hip. Alas! I have a Secret lodg'd within me 
hy now will out—in Pity J can't hold. 
One that will not diſturb me in ny Sleep 
For or a "=z Month together, leſs it be 
With thoſe Diſeaſes Age is ſubject to, 
As Aches, Coughs, and Pains, | and thele, Heaven 
5 knows, 
Againſt his Will too, he's the e Man, 
Eſpecially i in Bed. 
Hip. Be comforted. | 
Eug. How can, Lady? 
None knows the Terror I an Huſhand's Loſs, 
But they that fear to Joſe him. 
Hip. Fain would I keep it in, but *rwill not be; 
She is my Kinſwoman, and I'm pitiful. 
I muſt impart a good, if I know' t once, 
To them that ſtand in Need on't; Pm like one 


Loves not to banquet with a Joy alone, 
* E 4;ö;—j 


Las! I've been thinking any time theſe two Years 


I'll go count o' er my Suitors, that's my Buſineſs, 
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My Friends muſt partake too, —pry'thee, ceaſe, Couſin 
If your Love be ſo boundleſs, which is rare 
In a young Woman in theſe Days, I tell you, 
To one fo much paſt Service as your Huſband, 
There is a Way to beguile Law, and mY 215 Z 
My Huſband found it our firſt. 
Eve. Oh, ſweet Couſin! 
Hip. You may conceal him, and give out t his Death 
Within the Time; order his Funeral too; E 4 
We had it ſo for ours, I praiſe Heav'n for t; 
And he's alive and ſafe. 


Eug. O bleſſed Coulin! 


How thou reviv'ſt me! 
Hip. We daily ſee 
The good old Man, and feed him ewice a day, 
Methinks, it is the ſweeteſt Joy to cheriſh him, 
That ever Life yet ſhew'd me. RR 
Eug. So ſhould I think | g 
A dainty thing to nurſe an old Man well. 
Hip. And then we have his Prayers and daily Blef ing, 
And we two live ſo lovingly upon't, fc 
His Son and J, and ſo contentedly, Þ | | ar 
You cannot think unleſs you taſted on't. 


Eug. No, I warrant you. Oh, loving Couſin, m 
What a great Sorrow haſt thou eas d me of? 
A thouſand Thanks go with thee, , E 


Hip. I've a Suit o vou; 

I muſt not have you weep, when 1 am gone. [Exit 
Eug. No, if I do ne'er truſt me. Eaſy Fool, 

Thou haſt put thyſelf i into my Power for ever: 

Take heed of ang'ring of me; I conceal]? 

I feign a Funeral? I keep my Huſband ? 


J have kept him too long already, 


And prick the Man down, Ive ſix Months to do't, 


But could PRO him in one, were pur to't, [Exit, - 
We 


* The End of the S Szconp Aer, SORT 
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1 the Clown and Clerk. 


Clown, OU n ſcarch'd o'er the Pariſh-Chroni- ; 
cle, Sir? = 
Clerk. Yes, Sir; I have found out the true Age and 
Date of the Party you wot on. 
Clown. Pray you, be cover'd, Sir. rt 
Clerk, When you have ſhew'd me the Way, Sir. 
Clown, Oh, Sir, remember yourſelf, you are aClerk. 
Clerk. A ſmall Clerk, Sir. | 
Clown. Likely to be the wiſer Man, Sir; fon your 
greateſt Clerks are not always ſo, as tis reported. N 
| Clerk, You are a great Man in the Pariſh, Sir. 5 
Clown, I underſtand myſelf ſo much the better, Sir, 
for all the beſt in the Pariſh pay Duties to the Clerk, 
and I would owe you none, Sir. 
| Clerk. Since you'll have it ſo, I'II be the firſt to hide 
my Head, 
Clown. Mine is a Capeaſe now to our Buſineſs in your 
Hand; good Luck, I hope; I long to be refolv'd. 
> Clerk. Look you, Sir, this is that which cannot deceive 
you: This is the Dial that goes ever true; you ae = 
ipſe dixit a this Witneſs, and 'tis 1 in La 
too. 6 
Clown. Pray you, let's hear what it ſpeaks. 
Clerk. Mark, Sir,— Agatha the Daughter of Pollux, 
this is your Wife's Name, and the Name of her Father, 
orn. 
Clown, Whoſe Daughter, ſay you? 
Clerk. The Daughter of Pollux. 
Clown, I take it his Name was Bollux. | 
Clerk. Pollux the "a I aſſure you, Sir, the 
Word's corrupted elſe. | 


- 


Clown. 


1 


— 
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to you are all one; you ſay Amen to all. 


now I would have you ſet forward the Clock a little, 


the Jack of the Clock-houle, the Hand of the Dial ! 


not chooſe but have the Art to caſt a Figure. 
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Cloron. Wen, on Sir, of 2 now come on 
Caftor. 1 
Clerk. Born in Ws I 540, and now tis 99, by this 

infallible Record, Sir (nM me ſce) ſhe's nowjult 59, and 
wants but one. 
Clown. I am forry ſhe wants ſo much. 
Clerk, Why, Sir? alas! 'tis nothing; 'tis but ſo 
many Months, ſo many Weeks, ſo many—— 
{\Clown, Do not deduct it to Days, 'twill be the more n 
rehious: and to meaſure it by Hour-glaiſes were into- 
ler 
Clerk. Do nat chink on it, Sir, half the Time goes 
away in Sleep, tis half the Lear in Nights. | 
Clown. Oh! you miſtake me, Neighbour, I am loth * 
to leave the good old Woman; if the were gone now it 


Pu | 


would not grieve me, for what is a Year? Alas! But a 


ling ring Torment? and were it not better ſhe were in 
out of her Pain? It muſt needs be a Grief to us both. | 
Clerk. I would I knew how to eaſe you, Neighbour! iſ 
"Clown. You | peak kindly, truly, and if you ſay but MW th 
Amen to it, — is a Word that I know you are per- 
fect in) it might be done. Clerks are the moſt indiſſe. 
rent honeſt Men, for to the Marriage .of your Enemy, 
or the Burial of your Friend, the Curſes or the Bleſſings 


Clerk. Wath a better Will ro the one than the other, 
Neighbour ; but I ſhall be glad to ſay Amen to any 
Rang that might do you a Pleaſure. 

Clown. There is, firft, ſomething above your Duty, 


to help the old Woman out of her Pain. 

Clerk. I will ſpeak to the Sexton for gorahs but the 
Day will go ne'er the faſter for that. 

Clzwn. Oh! Neighbour, you do not conceit me, nor 


mean. Come, I know you, being a great Clerk, can- 
Ulerk. Never, indeed, Neighbour, 1 never had the 
Clown, 
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Clown. I'Il ſhew you on the Back- ſide of your Book 


look you, what Figure's this? 


Clerk. Four with a Cypher; that's forty. 
Clown. So forty; what's this, now ? | 
| Clerk, The Cypher is turn'd into 9. by adding the 


| Tail; which makes forty- nine. 


Clown. Very well underſtood, what is't now? 

Clerk. The four is turn'd into three, tis now thirty- 
nine. 

Clown. Very well underſtood ; and can you do this 
again ? | 

Clerk, Oh! eaſily, Sir. 

Clown. A Wager of that, let me ſee the Place of my 
Wife's Age again. | 

Clerk. Look you, Sir, *tis here 1540. 

Clown. Forty Drachmas, you do not turn that forty 


into thirty-nine, 
Clerk. A Match with you. 


Clown, Done; and you ſhall 1 Stakes yourſelf: 
there they are, 


Clerk. A firm Match but ſtay, Sir, now I conſider. it, 


Iſball add a Year to your Wife's Age, let me ſee—Scj- 


rophon the 17, and now *tis Hecatomcaon the 11. If I 
alter this, your Wife will have but a Month ro live bf 
Law: 

Clown. That's all one, Sir ; ; either do it, or pay me 
my Wager. | 

Clerk. Will you loſe your Wife before you loſe 
your Wager ? | 

Clxon. A Man may get two Wives before half ſo 
much Money by 'em, will you do't? 

Clerk. 1 hope you will conceal me; for 'tis flat Cor- 
ruption. 

Clown. Nay, Sir, I would have you keep Counſel, 
for I loſe my Money by't, and ſhould be laugh'd at for 


my Labour, if it ſhould be known. 


Clerk, Well, Sir, there *tis done; as perfect 39, as 


can be found in black and white, but Mum, Sir, —there' 8 


Clown. 


Danger in this Figure — 
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- Clown. I. Sir, 1 know that better Men than you 
have been thrown over the Bar for as little, the beſt is, 
you can be but thrown out of the Belfry. 


Enter the Cook, the Taylor, Bailiff, aud Butler. 


Clerk. Look cloſe, here comes Company Aﬀes have 


Ears as well as Pitchers. 

Cook. Oh, Gnothos, how is't? here's a Trick of diſ- 
carded Cards of us; we were rank d with Coats, as long 
as old Maſter lived. 

Clown. And is this then the End of Serving men ? 

Cook. Yes, faith, this is the End of ſerving Men; 
a wiſe Man were better ſerve one God then all the Men 
in the World. 

. Clown. *T'was well ſpoke of a Cook; and are all fal'n 


into F n and Ember- weeks, that Cooks are 


out of Uſe? 
Fay. And all Taylors will be cut into Liſts and Shreds; 
if this World hold, we ſhall grow both out of Requeſt, 


* But. And why not Butlers as well as Taylors? If they 


can go naked, let em neither eat nor drink. 

Clerk. That's ſtrange, methinks, a Lord ſhould turn 
away his Taylor of all Men — and how doſt thou, 
— 4 ? 

Tay. I do ſo ſo; but indeed all our Wants are long 
of this Publican my Lord's Bailiff; for had he been 
Rent-gatherer ſtill, our Places had held together till, 
that are now Seam-rent, nay crack'd in the whole Piece. 

Bail. Sir, if my Lord had not fold his Lands that 
claim his Rents, I ſhould ſtill have been the Rent- ga- 
therer. | 

Cook. The Truth is, except the Coachman and the 
Footman, all Serving-men are out of Requelt. | 


Clown. Nay, ſay not ſo; for you were never in more 


Requeſt than now; for requeſting i is but a kind of a 
begging ; for when you ſay, I beſeech your Worlhip's 
Charity, tis all one if you ſay I _ it, and in that 
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Kind of requeſting, I am ſure Serving-men were never 
in more Requeſt. 

Cook. Troth he ſays true. Well, let that paſs; we 
are upon a better Adventure, J ſee 'Gnothos you have 
been before us, we came to deal with this Merchant for 
ſome Commodities. 

Clerk, With me, Sir? Any thing that I can _ 
But. Nay, we have look*d out our Wives already: 
Marry, to you we come to know the Prices, that is, to 
know their Ages; for ſo much Reverence we bear to Age, 

that the more aged, they ſhall be the more dear to us. 

Tay. The Truth is, every Man has laid by his Wi- 
dow ; "for they be lame enough, blind enough, and old, 

us good enough. 

Clerk. I keep the Town-ſtock ; if you can bur name 
'em, 1 can tell their Ages to a Day. 

Om. We can tell their Fortunes to an Hour, then. 

Clerk, Only you muſt pay for turning of the Leaves. 

Cook. Oh, bountifully. - Come, mine firſt, 

But. The Butler before the Cook, while you live; 
there's few that eat before they drink in a Morning. 

Tay. Nay then, the Taylor puts in his needle of priort- 
ty; for Men do cloath themſelves before they either 
drink or eat. 


Bail. I will ſtrive for no Pine the longer e'er I 


marry my Wife, the older ſhe will be, and nearer her 
End and my End. 

Clerk. 1 will ſerve you all, Gentlemen, if you'll have 
Patience. 


Coton. I commend your Modeſty, Sir; you are 4 


Bailiff, whoſe Place is to come behind other Men, as it 
were in the Bum of all the reſt. 
Bail. So, Sir, and you were about this Buſineſs too. 


keking out for a Widow. 


Clown. Alack! no, Sir; I ama a0 Man, and 
have thoſe Cares upon me that you would fain run into. 
Bail. Whar an old rich Wite, any Man in this Age 


deſires ſuch a Care. 


Cloun. Troth, Sir I'll put a Venture with you, if 
you will, I have a luſty old Quean to my Wife, found 
ON 


Enn. 
of Wind and Limb, yet I'll give out to take three for 
one, at the Marriage of my ſecond Wife. 

Bail. I, Sir? but how near is the to the Law? 

Clown. Take that Hazard, Sir, there muſt be Time, 
you know, to get a new. —Unſight, unſeen, I take. three 
to one. 

Bail. Two to one I'll give, if the have but two Teeth 
in her Head. 

Clown. A Match; therc's five 8 "Df ten at my 
next Wife. 

Bail. A Match. 

Cook. I ſhall be fitted bravely. F ifty- eight and up- 
wards; *tis but a Year and a half, and I may chance 
make Friends, and beg a Year of the Duke. _ 

But. Hey Boys I am made Sir Butler ; my Wife that 
ſhall be, wants but two Months of her Time; it ſhall 
be one e'er I marry her, and then the next will be a 
honey Moon. 

Tay. Ioutſtrip you all; 1 ſhall have but fix Weeks of 
Lent, if I get my Widow, and then comes Eating-tide, 
plump and gorgious. 

Clown. This Tailor will bea Man if ever there were 
any. | 
Bail. Now comes my Turn. I hope, Goodman, Fini, 
you that are ſtill at the End of all, with a fo be it. 
Well now, Sirs, do you venture there as I have done? 

and I'll venture here after you, good Luck, 1 beſecch 
thee! . 

Clerk. Amen, Sir. | 

Bail. That deſerves a Fee already there 'tis; pleaſe 
me and have a better. 

Clerk. Amen, Sir. 

Cook, How, two for one at your next Wife ? Is the 
old one living. 

Clown. Lou have a fair Match, I offer you no fou 
one; if Death make not Haſte to call her, ſhell make 
none to goto him. : 

But. I know her, ſhe's a luſty Woman, Tu take the 
Venture. 


Clown, 


de 


th 
F 
ih 
it 
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Clown, There's five Drachmas for ten at my next 
Wife. | | 
But. A Bargain. 5 1 
Cook. Nay, then well be all Merchants give me. 
Tay. And me. 1 
3 What, has the Bailiff ſped? E 
Bail. 1 am content; but none of you ſhall know ay | 
Happineſs. | 
Clerk. As well as any of you all, believe it, Sir. 
Bail. Oh, Clerk, you are to ſp-ak laſt always. 
Clerk. Pl remember'r hereafter, Sir. You have 
done with me, Gentlemen ? "ed bg 


Enter Wife. 


Om. For this Time, i Regiſter ——_ 

_ Clerk. Fare you well then; if you do, I' Il cry Aden 
to R. [Exit 

Cook. Look you, Sir, is not this your Wife? 

Clown. My fiiſt Wife, Sir. 

But. Nay, then we have made a good Match on'r, if 
ſhe have no froward Diſeaſe, the Woman may live this 
dozen Years by her Age. 

Tay. I'm afraid ſhe's  broken- winded, ſhe hoids Silent 
ſo long. 


Cook. We'll now leave our Venture to me Event, L 
muſt a wooing. 1% 

But. I'll but buy me anew Deas ger, and overtake you. 

Bail. So we muſt all; for he chat goes a WOOING to a 
Widow without a Weapon, will never get her. 


pt th 
Ch Oh, Wife, Wife! 


Wife. What ail you, Man, you ſpeak ſo paſſionately. 

Clown. *Tis for thy Sake, ſwect Wife ; who would 
think ſo luſty an old Woman, with reaſonable good 
Teeth, and her Tongue in as perfect Uſe as ever it was, 
ſhould be ſo near her Time ? But the Fates will have 
it ſo? | 

Wife, What's the — Man! > you tas amaze me. 


Clown. 


8 
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Clown, Thou art not ſick neither, I warrant thee. 
Wife. Not that I know of, ſure. 
Clown. What Pity *tis a Woman ſhould be fo neat 

her End, and yet not ſick ! 

Wife. Near her End, Man ? Tuſh! I can gueſs at that; 

T have Years good yet of Life in the Remainder: 
want two yet at leaſt of the full Number, then the Law, 
I know, craves impotent and uſclels, And not Fe able 
Women. | 

Clown. Alas! I ſee thou haſt been repairing Time 
as well as thou couldſt; the old Wrinkles are well fill 
up; but the Vermilion is ſeen too thick, too thick and 
I read what's written in thy F orehead, it agrees with the 
Church Book. | 

Wife. Have you ſought my Age, Man: ? and, 1 
pry'thee, how is it? | 

Clown, I ſhall but diſcomfort thee. 

Wife. Not at all Man, when there” s$ no Remedy, [ 
will go though unwillingly. | 

Clown. 1 539. Juſt it agrees with the Book. You | 
have about a Year to prepare yourſelf. 

Wife. Out, alas! I hope there's more than i. Bat 
do you not think a Reprieve might be gotten for half a 
Score—and *twere but five Years, I would not care; an 

able Woman, methinks, were to be pity'd. 

Cloton. I, to be pity'd, but not help'd; no Hope of 

that; for, indeed, Women have ſo blemiſh'd their own 
| Reputations now a- days, that it is thought the Law wil 
meet them at fifty very ſhortly. 

Wife. Marry, the Heavens forbid! 

Clown. There's ſo many of you, that, when you are 
old, become Witches; ſome profeſs Phyſick, and kill 
good Subjects faſter than a burning Fever; and then 
School-milſtreſles of the ſweet Sin, which commonly we 
call Bawds, innumerable of that Sort. For theſe ard 
fuch Cauſes tis thought they ſhall not live above Fifty. 

Wife. I, Man; but this hurts not the good old Wo- 


men. 


Clown, 
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Wife. I, Man; but this hurts not the good old 


Women. 

Clown. FFaith you are ſo like one anodes; that a 
Man cannot diſtinguiſh 'em now. Were JI an old Wo- 
man I would deſite to go before my Time, and offer 
myſelf willingly, two or r three Years before. Oh! thoſe 
are brave Women and' worthy to be commended of all 
Men in the World, that, when their Huſbands die, run 
to be burnt to Death with dem; there's Honour and 


(- . me half a dozen ſuch Wives. 


Wife: I, if her Huſband were dead velire; *twere a 
reaſonable Requeſt; if you were dead, I could be con- 
tent to be ſo. 121 

Clown, Fie! that's not likely; for thou hadſt two 
Huſbands before me. 

Wife. Thou wouldſt not have me die, vouldſt chou 
Huſband ? 

Clown.. No, I do not ſpeak to that Purpoſe; but 1 
ſay, what Credit it were for me and thee, if thou 
wouldſt, then thou ſhouldſt never be ſuſpected for a 
Witch, a Phyſician, a Bawd, or any of thoſe things; 
and then how daintily ſhould I mourn for thee, how 
bravely ſhould I ſee thee buried ; when, alas! if he 
goes before, it cannot chooſe but be a great Grief to 
him to think he has not ſeen his Wife well buried. 
There be ſuch virtuous Women in the World; but too 
few, too few who deſire to die ſeven Years before therr 
Time with all their Hearts. 

Wife. I have not the Heart to be of that Mind ; but, 


indeed, Huſband, I think you would have me gone. 


Clown. No, alas! I ſpeak but for your Good and 
your Credit; for when a Woman may die quickly, why 
ſhould ſhe go to Law for her Death? Alack I need not 


' wiſh thee gone, for thou haſt but a ſhort Time to ſtay 


with me, you do no not know how near 'tis, — it muſt 
outs you have but a Month to live by the Law. 
Wife. Out, alas 
Clown, Nay, ſcarce ſ much. | 
_ Wife. Oh, oh, oh, my Heart! [Swoons. 
Vor. IV. Q Clown. 


\ 
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'Clown, I, fo? If thou wouldſt go away quietly, 


twere ſweetly done, and like a kind Wife, lie as 2 
little longer, and the Bell ſhall toll for thee. 
_ .#ife. Oh my Heart, but a Month to live? 


for a Month, I'Il throw her down again—Oh! Woman, 
tis not three Weeks, I think a Fortnight is the moſt. 
Wife. Nay, then I am gone already, [ Swoons, 
Clewn. I would make Haſte to the Sexton now, but 
Im afraid the tolling ot the Bell will wake her again. 


If the be ſo wile as to go now,—ſhe ſtirs, again: there 's 


two Lives of the fine gone. 

Wife. Oh! wouldſt thou not help to recover me, 
Huſban1? ' 

Clown. Alas! I _—_ not find in my Heart to hold 
thee by thy Noſe, or box thy Cheeks, it goes againſt 
* Conſcience. 

Hife. ] will not be thus frighted to my Death, 

Pl ſearch the Church Records: a Fortnight 
*Tis too little of Conſcience, I cannot be ſo near; 
O Time, if thou he'ſt kind lend me but a Year. [ Exil. 

Clorn. What a Spight's this, that a Man cannot per- 
ſuade his Wife to die in any Time with her good Will. 


I have another beſpoke already ; though a Piece of old 


Beef will ſerve to Breakfaſt, yet a Man would be glad 
of, a Chicken to Supper, The Clerk, I | hope, | under- 
ſtands no Hebtew, and cannot write back ward what he 
hath writ forward already, and then I am well enough. 


?Ts but a Month at moſt, if that were gone, my 


Venture comes in with her two for one, tis uſe enough 
0 Cankience, for 4 £ Brother, if he ad ee 
5 Exil. 


SS ENE 


. Clown. Alas; why wouldſt thou come back again 
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53 SCENE IL 


Enter Eugenia a at one Dive; Simonides, Courtiers at the 


other. 


Eug. Gentlemen 3 | 
I Cour. All your Servants vow'd, Lally, 

Eug. Oh! I ſhall kill myſelf with infinite Laughter | 
Will Nobody take my Part? 5 

Sim, An't be a laughing Buſineſs, put it to me; Im 
one of the beſt in Europe,, my Father died laſt too, 1 
have the moſt Cauſe. 

Eug. You have pick'd out ſuch a Time, ſweet Gen- | 
tlemen, to make your Spleen a Banquet. EE: 

Sim. Oh, the ſet, Lady! I have a Jaw ftands ready b- 
for't, I'll gape half Way and meet it. | 

Fug. My old Huſband, that cannot fay his Prayers 
out for Jealouſy and Madneſs, at m_ c—_— firſt to 
WOO me i 

Sim. Well ſaid. 

1 Cour. Goon. 

2 Com, Ohh, atk”... 

Fug. Takes Counſel with the Secrets of all Art to 
make himſelf youthful again. : 

Sim, How? youthful? ha, ha, ha! f | 

Eug. A Man of forty-five he would fain ſeem to be; 
or ſcarce ſo much, if he might have his Will, indeed. 

Sim, IJ, but his white Hairs 3 they'll betray his 
Hoarineſs. * 

Eug. Why there you are wide; he's not the Man 
you take him for, nor w al you know him when yau {ze 
him again, there will be five to one laid upon that. 
1 Cour. How? | 

Eug. Nay, youdid well to laugh faintly nr I pro- 
miſe you, I think he'll outhve me now, aud decei ve 
Law and all. 

Sim. Marry, Gout forbid! | | - 

Q.z Eat 


, 
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Eug. You little think he was at Fencing-ſchool at 
four o'Clock this Morning. 

Sim. How, at Fencing-ſchool? - © 

Eug. Elſe give no Truſt to Woman. 

Sim. By this Light I do not like him, then; he's like 
to live longer than I, for he may kill me firſt, now, 

Eug. His Dancer now came in as I met you. 

1 Cour. His Dancer too. 

Eug. They obſerve Turns and Hours with "RS the 
great French Rider will be here at Ten with his curvet- 

ing Horſe. 

2 Cour. Theſe nowiithflarding his Hair and Wrinkles 
will betray his Age. 


Eug. I'm ſure his Head and Beard, as he has order'd 


it, look not paſt fifty now: he'll bring? t to forty within 
theſe four Days, for nine Times an Hour, at leaſt, he 
takes a black Lead Comb and combs it over, thee 
Quarters of his Beard is under Fifty; there's but a little 
Tuft of fourſcore left, all of one Side, which will be 


black by Monday. And, to approve my Truth, ſee, 


where he comes: laugh * e and look 
upon him. 


Enter Lyſander. 


Sim. Now by this Hand he's almoſt black i 1 bond Mout 


indeed. 
1 Cour. He ſhould die ſhortly, then. 

Sim. Marry, methinks he dies too faſt already, 2 

he was all white but a Week ago. 

I Cour. Oh! this ſame Coney-white takes an excel 

lent black; too ſoon, a Miſchief on't. 
2 Cour. He will beguile us all, if that little Tuſt 

northward turn black too. 

Eꝛug. Nay, Sir, I wonder tis ſo long a turning. 
Sim. May be ſome Fairy's Child held forth at Mid- 

night has piſs'd upon that Side. 
I Cour. Is this the Beard? 


| Lyfan. 


hs , 
1 


Ran ford fwd Sed FAA th ow. a SY + _.. wv. 


TRE OLD LAW; 229 
Lyſan. Ah, Sirrah ! my young Boys, I ſhall be for you, 
This little mangy Tuft takes up more Time 
Than all the Beard beſide. Come you a wooing 
And I alive and luſty? you ſhall find | 
An Alteration, Jack-boys, .I have a Spirit yet, 
An I could match my Hair to't, there's the Fault, 
And can do Offices of Youth yet lightly : | 
At leaſt, I will do, though it pain me a little. 
Shall not a Man, for a little fooliſh Age, 
Enjoy his Wife to himſelf, muſt young Court Tits 
Play Tom-boy's Tricks with her, and he live? ha! 
have Blood that will not bear it; yet, I confeſs, 
I ſhould be at 1 Prayers but where's the Yancerathete, 


Enter Dancer, 


Ne Here, Sir. | 
 Lyſan. Come, come, come, one Trick a Day, a 


And I ſhall ſoon recover all again. 
Eug. *Slight, an you laugh too loud, we are all ai 
cover'd, Gentlemen. 
Sim. And I have a "YE; ginny laugh o' mine own, 
Will ſpoil all, I'm afraid. 
Eug. Marry, take Heed, Sir. 
Sim. Nay, an I ſhould be hang'd I can't leave it; 
JX 
Eug. Peace! oh, Peace! 
Ly/an. Come, I am ready, Sir. 
I hear the Church Book's loſt, where I was born, 


And that ſhall ſer me back one and twenty Years ; 3 


There is no little Comfort left in that, 
And my three Court-codlings that look parboil'd, 
As if they came from Cupid's Scalding-houſe — 
Sim, He means me ſpecially, I hold my Life. 
Danc. What Trick will your old Worſhip learn this 


Morning, Sir? 
Lyſan. Marry, a Trick, if thou couldſt teach a Man 


To keep his Wife to himſelf, 1 Pd fain learn tat. 
_ Dan. 
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Danc. That's a hard Trick for an old Man *ſpecially, 
The Horſe- trick comes the neareſt, 


Lyſan. Thou ſayſt true, 'Faith 
They muſt be hors'd indeed, elſe there's no keeping on 'em 
And Horſe- play at fourſcore is not ſo ready. Sir. 
Danc. Look you, here's your Worſhip's Horſe: trick. 
Lyſan. Nay, ſay not fo; 
*Tis none of mine; I fall don Horſe and Man, 
If I but offer at it, 
Dan. My Life for yours, Sir. 
Ly/ſan. Say'ſt thou me ſo? 
Danc. Well offer'd, by my Viol, Sir. 
Lyſan. A Pox of this Horſe- trick. tis play'd the 
Jade with me 
And given me a Wrench i'th' Back. [Ground, 
Danc. Now here's your Inturne, and your Trick above 
Lyſan. Pry'thee, no more, unleſs thou haſt a Mind 
To lay me under-ground ; one of theſe Tricks 
Is enough in a Morning, 
Danc. For your Galliard, Sir, 
Lou are compleat enough. I, and may challenge 
The proudeſt Coxcomb of em all, Ill ſtand to't. 
Lyſan. Faith and I've other Weapons for the reſt too, 
I have prepar'd for em, if cer I take 
My Gregories here again. 
Sim. Oh! I ſhall burſt, I can hold out no longer. 
Eug. He ſpoils all. 
TDyſan. The Devil and his Grinners ! are you come ? 
Bring forth the Weapons, we ſhall find you Play, 
All Feats of Youth to Jack-boys, Feats of Youth, 
And theſe the Weapons, drinking, fencing, dancing. 
Your own - «gh ways, you Gliſterpipes. I'm old, you 
ay 
Yes, RO — old, Kids an you mark me well. 
This Beard cannot get Children, you lank Suck: eggs, 
Unleſs ſuch Weeſels come from Court to help us. 
We will get our own Brats, you lecherous Dog bolts. 


_ 


De 
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Enter with Gla es. 


Well ſaid, down with e'm, now we ſhall ſee you K 00 | 


What, dwindle you already ? 


2 Cour. I have no Quality. 

Sim. Nor I, unleſs Drinking may bereckon'd for one. 
1 Cour. Why Sim. it ſhall, 

Ly/an. Come, dare you chuſe your Wenne now. 
1 Cour. I, Dancing, Sir, an you won be fo _— 
 Ly/an. We're for you, Sir. 

2 Cour. Fencing, I. 

Jyſan. We'll anſwer you too. 

Sim. I'm for Drinking your wet erg there. 
Zyſan. That wet one has coſt many a Princock's Life, 
And 1 will tend it through you, with a Powder. | 

Sim, Let it come, with a Pox; I care nor, ſo't be Drink, 
I hope my Guts will hold, and that's Cen all 
A Gentleman can look for of ſuch Trillibubs. 


Lyſan. Play the firit 82 r come ſtrike, ſtrike, 


I ſay. 


Yes, yes, you thall be firſt; Fil Serve Court Rules: 


A. Galiard Laminiard 


F Always the worſt goes foremoſt, fo *twill prove, I hope. 


So, Sir, you've ſpit your Poiſon; now come I. 
Now, forty Years go backward and aſſiſt me! 
Fall from me half my Age, but for three Minutes, 
That I may feel no Crick ; I will put fair for't, * 
Although I hazard twenty Sciaticas. 
So, I have hit you. 
1 Cour. You've done well, Pfaith, Sir. 
Lyſan. Tf you confeſs it well, *rts excellent, 
And I have hit you ſoundly ; lam Warm now, 
The ſecond Weapon inſtantly. 
2 Cour. What, ſo quick, Sir? 
Will you not allow yourſelf a breathing Time. = 
Lyſan, I've Breath enough at all Times, Laufer 


* 8 | I 
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To give your perfum'd Worſhip three Venues, 
A ſound oid Man puts his Thruſt better home 


Than a ſpic'd young Man—there I. 
2 Cour. Then, have at you, fourſcore. 


Lyſan. You lye twenty, I hope, and you ſhall find it it. 


Sim. I'm glad I miſs'd this Weapon, I had an Eye 
Pop'd out e&er this Time, or my two Butter- teeth 
Thruſt down my Throat inſtead of a Slap-dra- 


gon. Late fence. 


Lyſan. There's two Pentweezle. 
Danc. Excellently touch'd, Sir. 
2 Cour. Hadever Man Geek Luck? ſpeak your Opi- 
nion, Gentlemen. | lſtill, 
Sim. Methinks your Luck's good that your Eyes ar are in 
Mine would have drop'd out like a Pig's half roaſted. + 
Lyſan. There wants a third— and | there 'tis again, 
2 Cour. The Devil has ſteel'd him. 
Zug. What a ſtrong Fiend is Jealouſy ? 
Ly/an. You're diſpatch'd, * 
Sim. Now comes my Weapon in. 
Lyſan. Here Toadſtool, here. 
Tis with you, and I muſt play theſe three wet Venues. 
Sim. Venue in Venice Glaſles ; let em come, 
They'll bruiſe no Fleſh, Pm ſure, nor break no Bones. 
2 Cour. Yet you may drink your Eyes out, Sir. 


Sim. I, but that's nothing; then they go voluntarily; 


I do not 
Love to have *em thruſt out, whether they will or no. 
Lyſan. Here's your firſt Weapon, Ducks-meat. 
Sim. How! a Dutch what d' you call *em, 
Stead of a German Falchion; a ſhrewd — 8 
And, of all things, hard to be taken down : 
Yer down it muſt, I have a Noſe goes into't ; 
] ſhall drink double, I think. 
1 Cour. The ſooner off, Sim, 
Lyſan. T'll pay you | peedily—— —with a Trick. 
T learnt once amongſt Drunkards, here's Half-pike, 


Sim. Half. pike comes well after Dutch what do you 
They'd 


call em, 5 
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| They'd never be aſunder by their good VOOR. 


1 Cour. Well pull'd of an old Fellow. 

Lyſan. Oh! * your Fellows - ; 
Pull better at a Rope. ! 

1 Cour. There's a Hair, Sim. 
In that Glaſs, 4 

Sim. An't be as long as a Halter, down. it goes; 


No Hair ſhall croſs me. 


Lyſan. I make you ſtink worſe thao your Polecats do, 
Here's long Sword your laſt Weapon, 
Sim. No more Weapons. 
1 Cour. Why, how now, Sim? bear up, | thou 
ſham'ſt us all, elſe. 
Sim. *Slight I ſhall ſhame you worſe, an] ſtay longer. 
I have got the Scotoma in my Head already, | 
The Whimſey, you all turn round do not you dance, 
Gallant ? | [laſt Venue. 
2 Cour. Piſh! what's all this; ? why Sim. look the 
Sim. No more Venues go down here, for thele two 
are coming up again. 
2 Cour. Out! The Diſgrace of Drinkers! 
Sim. Les, twill out, 
Do you ſmell nothing yet ? 
Cour. Smell? 
Sim. Farewell, quickly then it will do, if I Nay 
| LEM, 
1 Cour. A Foil go with thee. 
Lyſan. What ſhall we put down Youth at her own 
Virtues ? 


Beat Folly in her own Ground? wondrous much! 


Why may not we be held as full ſufficienc 
To love our own Wives, get our own Children, 
And live in free Peace *till we be diſſolved ? 


For ſuch Spring-butterflies that are gaudy wing'd, 
But no more Subſtance than thoſe ſhamble Flies 


Which Butchers Boys ſnap between Sleep and Waking, 
Come but to cruſh you once, you are but Maggots, 
For all your beamy Out-lides, | 


+ © ns Enter 
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Enter Cleanthes. 


 Eug. Here's Cleanthes, 
He comes tochide ;— Jet him alone a little, 
Our Cauſe will be reveng'd, look, look, his Face 
Is ſer for ſtormy Weather; do but mark 
How the Clouds gather in it, twill pour down ftraight, 
Clean. Methin ks, I partly know you, that's my Grief. 
Could you'not/all be Joſt, that had been handſome, 
But to be known at all tis more than ſhameful, 
Why, was not your Name wont to be Ly/ander : ? 
Lyſan. Tis ſo ſtill, Coz. 
Clean, 7. ment, defer thy coming elſe this Man's 
erable. Ge. 
Eng. I told you there would be a Shower anon. 
2 Cour. We'll in and hide our Noddles. 
* [ Exeunt Courtiers and Eugenia. 
Clean. What Devil brought this Colour to your Mind 
Which, ſince your Childhood, I ne'e? ſaw you wear; 
You were ever of an innocent Gloſs = | 
Since I was ripe for Knowledge, and would you loſe it, 
And change the Livery of Saints and Angels 
For this mixt Monſtrouſneſs, to force a Ground 
That has been ſo long hallowed like a Temple, 
Jo bring forth Fruits of Earth now, and turn back 
To the wild Cries of Luſt, and the Complexion 
Of Sin in Act, loſt and long ſince repented ? 
Would you begin a Work ne&er yet attempted ; 
To pull Time backward ? 
See what your Wife will do; are your Wits bea? 
Lyſan. My Wits ? 
Clean. I like it ten Times works; for it had been ſafer 
Now. to be mad, and more excuſable. 
I hear you dance again and do ſtrange Follies. 
Lyſan. I muſt confeſs, I have been put to ſome, Coz. 
Clean. And yet you are not mad; pray, ſay not ſo: 


Give me that Comfort of you, chat * are mad, 3 
ul 


ke, | 
ef, 


1's 


fer 


OZ, 
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That I may think you are at worſt ; for if 
' You are not mad, I then muſt gueis you have 


The firſt of ſome Diſeaſe, was never heard ot, 


Which may be worſe than Madneſs, and more fearful; 


You'd weep to ſee yourlelf, elſe, and your Care 
To pray wou'd quickly turn you white again. 
had a Father, had he liv'd his Month out 

But to have ſeen this moſt prodigious Folly, 
There needed not the Law to have cut him off: 


The Sight of this had prov'd his Executioner, 
And broke his Heart, he would have held ic equal 


Done to a Sanctuary, for what is 
But the holy Place of Life, Chapel of Eaſe 
For all Men's wearied Miſeries, and to rob 


That of her Ornament, it is as accurſt 


As from a Prieſt to ſteal a holy Veſtment, | 

, and convert it to a ſinful Covering, [Exit Lyſan. 
[ ſee*r has done him good; Bleſſing go with it, 

Such as may make ML 1 pure again, 


Enter ent 


Zug »Twas bravely touch'd 1 Faith, Sir. 
Clean. Oh you are welcome. 
Eug. Exceedingly well handled. 
Chan. *Tis to you I come; he fell but i in my Way. 
Hug. You mark'd his Beard, Couſin. 
Clean. Mark me 
Eug. Did you ever ſee Hair wclang dt I 
Clean. I muſt be forc'd to wake her loudly a 
The Devil has rock'd her fo faſt R | 
Eug. Do you call, Sir ? | 
Clean. Whore! i 
Eug. How do you, Sir? 
Clean. Be I n&er ſo well 15 
I muſt be ſick of thee, th' art a Diſcaſe 
That ſtickeſt to the Heart, —as all ſuch Women are. 
Eug. What ails our Kindred 1 
Clean. 
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Clean. Bleſs me, ſhe ſleeps ſtill! - 
What a dead Modeſty is in this Woman, 
Will never bluſh again! Look on thy Work 
But with a chriſtian Eye, *twould turn thy Heart 
Into a Shower of Blood, to be the Cauſe 
Of that old Man's Deſtruction, think upon't, 
Ruin eternally; for, through thy looſe F ollies, 
Heaven has found him a faint Servant lately, 
His Goodneſs has gone backward, and ingender'd 
With his old Sins again, has loſt his Prayers 
And all the Tears that were Companions with 'em, 
And like a blind-fold Man, giddy and blinded 
Thinking he goes right on ſtil], ſwerves but one Foot 
And turns to the ſame Place where he ſet out; 


So he, that took his Farewel of the World 


And caſt the Joys behind him, out of Sight, 

Sum'd up his Hours, made even with Time and Men, 
Is now in Heart arriv'd at Youth again; 

All by thy Wildneſs, thy too baſty Luſt 

Has driven him to this ſtrong Apoſtacy ; 

Immodeſty like thine was never equall'd. 

Pve heard of Women, (ſhall I call 'em ſo) ' 

Have welcom'd Suitors e' er the Corps were cold; 


But thou, thy Huſband living - thou'rt too bold. 


Eug. Well have you done now, Sir? 
Clean. Look, look! ſhe ſmiles yer. | 
Eug. All this is nothing to a Mind reſolv d, 


Aſk any Woman that, ſhe'll tell you ſo much. 


You have only ſhewn a pretty ſaucy Wit, 
Which I ſhall not forget, nor to requite it, — 


Tou ſhall hear from me ſhortly. 


Clean. Shameleſs Woman, | 
I take my Counſel from thee, tis too honeſt, 
And leave thee wholly to thy ſtronger Maſter, 
Bleſs the Sex of thee from thee! that's my Prayer. 
We're all like thee, ſo impudently common, 


There's no Man would be found to wed a Woman. 
[Exil. 


Eig. 


15 
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Fug. PII fit you gloriouſly, 
He that attempts to take away my Pleaſure, 


I'll take away his Joy, and I can *ſure him 


js conceal'd Father pays fort. I'll e'en tell 
Him that I mean to make my Huſband next, 
And he ſhall tell the Duke. I here he comes. 


Enter Simonides. 


Sim. Has had about with me too. 
Eug. What? no ſince, Sir? 
Sim. AF lirt, a little Flirt; he call'd me ſtrange Names 
But I ne'er minded him. 
Eug, You ſhall quit him, Sir, when * as little 
minds you. | | 
Sim. 1 like that well. 


I love to be reveng'd when no one thinks of me. 


There's little Danger that Way. 
Eug. This is it then 2 
He you ſhall ſtrike, your Stroke ſhall be profound, 
And yet your Foe not gueſs who gave the Wound. 
Sim. O' my Troth, I love to give ſuch Wounds. 
| En. 


The End of the ThIxD Aer. 


Ac r 
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Enter 8 Butler, Bailiff, Taylor, Cook, Drawer, 
Wench. 


Draw. Elcome, Gentlemen! Will you not draw 
. near? will you drinkat Door, Gentlemen: ? 
But. Oh! the Summer Air is beſt. 


Draw. What Wine will pleaſe youdrink, Gelrlethen? | 


But. De Clare, Sirrah, [Exit Drawer, 
— Clown. What y'are all ſped already, Bullies? 

Cook. My Widow's i'th' Spit and half ready, Lad, 
a Turn or two more and I have done with her. 

Clown. Then, Cook, 1 hope you have baſteg her be- 
fore this Time. 

Cook. And ſtuck her with Roſemary too, to ſweeten 
her; ſhe was tainted e'er the came to my Hands. What 


an old Piece of Fleſh of Fifty Nine, Eleven Months, 


2 and upwarus, ſhe muft needs be Fly-blown. 

Clown, Put her off, put her off, though you loſe by 
her; the Weather's hot. 
Cook. Why, Drawer? 


Enter Drawer. 


Draw. By and by — here, Gentlemen, here's the 
Quinteſſence of Greece; the Sages never drunk better 


Grape. 

Cook. Sir, the mad Gre gels of this Age can taſte their 
Palermo as well as the ſage Greeks did before 'em—Fill 
Lick-ſpiggot. 

Draw. Ad imum, Sir, 

__ Clown. My Friends, I muſt doubly invite you all 
the fifth of the next Month, to the Funeral of a = 
| . ife, 
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Wife, and to the Marriage of my Second, my two to 
one, this is ſhe. 

Cook. I hope wwe of us will be ready for the Faced | 
of our Waves by that Time, to go with thee; bur ſhall 
they be both of a Day ? 

Clown, Oh! beſt of all, Sir; where Sorrow and Job 

meet together, one will help away with another the 
ö better. Beſides, there will be Charges ſav'd too; the 


ſame Roſemary that ſerves for the Funeral, will Geve 
for the Wedding. 


But. How long do you make Account to be a Wi- 
: dower, Sir? 


5 Clown, Some half an Hour, long enougha'Conſcience. 
; Come, come, let's have ſome Agility; z 1s there no 
Muſick in the Houſe? 
Draw. Les, Sir, "ao are ſweet Wee drab in che 

5 Houſe. 

Cook. Oh! that makes them and you ſeldom part, 
you are Wine-drawers, and they Wire-drawers. 

Tayl. And bath govern by the Pegs to. 

Clown. And you have Pipes in your Conſort too. 3A} 

Draw. And Sack-butts too, Sir. r » 

Bar. But the Heads of your Inſtruments differ; 
yours are Hogſheads their Cittern and Gittern Heads. 

Bail. All wooden Heads; there they meet again 

Cook. Bid 'em ſtrike up, we'll have a Dance, Gaothe, | 
come, thou ſhalr foot it too. [Exit Drawer. 

Clown. No dancing with me, we have Siren here. 

Cook, Siren? *T was Hiren the fair Greek, Man. 

Ciown. Five Drachms of that; I ſay Siren the fair 
Greek, and ſo are all fair Greeks, —_ 

Cook. A Match, five Drachms her Name was Hiren. 

Clown, Siren's Name was Siren for five Drachms. 

Cook. *Tis done. 

Yay. Take heed what you do, Gothe. 

o. Do not I know our own Country-women, 
Siren and Nell of _ two of the fa reſt pg that 
ever were. | | 
Cook, That Nell was Hellen of Greece wo 
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. Clown. As long as ſhe tarried with her Huſband, ſhe 
was Ellen; but, after ſhe came to T; W ſhe was Nel 
of Troy, or bonny Nell, whether you will or no. 

Tayl. Why, did ſhe grow ſhorter, when ſhe came to 
Troy ? 
Clown. She grew longer, if you mark the Story, 
When ſhe grew to be an Ell, ſhe was deeper than any 
Yard of Troy could reach by a Quarter; there was 
Creſſida was Troy Weight, and. Nel] was A voirdupois; 
ſhe held more, by four Ounces than Cręſida. 

Bail. They ſay ſhe cauſed many Wounds to be given | 

inT; roy. 

Clown. True, ſhe was wounded there herſelf, and | 
cur'd again by Plaiſter of Paris, and, ever lince that, 
has been us'd to o ſtop page with. | 


Enter Drawer, . i f 


Dew. Gentlemen, if you be diſpoſed to be merry, ; 
the Muſick is ready to ſtrike up, and here's a Conſort 6 
of mad Greeks; I know not whether they be Men or ; 
Women. or between both, they bares, Wien call \ 
**m, Vizards on their Faces. * 8 - 

Cook. Vizards, good Man Lick- FRY ew 

But. If they be wiſe WON, they may be Vizards 
too. ; 

Draw. They deſire to enter amongſt any merry Com-: m 

pany of Gentlemen- good- -fellows for aStrain or two. 


Enter ola Women, Gnotho J Dance! is 


| Cooks We'll ſtrain ourſelves with * em, 77 let em 
come, now for the Honour of Epire, © 
Clown. She-dancing with me, we have Siren hore, 


e Dance of old Women maſt' d, then offer 10 lab 
the Men, they agree all but Gnotho, he f 7 with 
bis Wench, w_ " — N ; 

Cool 
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Cook. I, fo kind? then every one his Wench to his 
ſeveral Room: Gnotho, we are all provided now as you 
ae [Exeunt each with bis Wi ife, Manet Clown, 

Wench, Gnotho's Wife unmaſe'd. 
Clown. 1 hall have two, it ſeems: Away! L have 

here alieady 1 . 
fe. What, a Mermaid? ä 
Clown, No, but a Maid, Horſe-face ; oh! old i Wo- 
man, is it vou; 5 

Wife. Les, tis I; all the reſt have gull'd themſelves, 
and taken their own Wives, and ſhall Know , that they 
have done more than they can well anſwer, but! pray 
you, Huſband, what are you doing? 

Clown, Faith, thus ſhould I do, if thou wert dead, 
old Ag. and thou haſt not 1 to live, Tm: ſure. 
We have Siren here. 

Mife. Art thou fo ſhameleſs, whilſt I am living, to 
keep one under my Noſe. _ 

Clown. No Ag. I do prize her far above thy Noſe; 
if thou wouldlt lay me both. thine Eyes in my Hand to 
boot, l'Il not leave her; art not aſham'd to be ſeen in a 
Tavern, and haſt ſcarce a Fortnight to live? oh! old 
Woman what art thou? muſt thou find no Time o 


by 


= 


Wife. O unkind Villain! r 
Clown. And then, Sweet- heart, thou halt have two 
new Gowns, and the beſt of this old Woman's ſhall 


make thee Rayments for the working Days. 


Wife. O Raſcal! doſt thou quarter my Cloaths al- 


ready too. 


Clown. Her Ruffs will ſerve thee for nothing but to 
waſh Diſhes; for thou ſnalt have nine of che new 


Faſhion. 


Wife. Impudent Villain, ſhameleſs Harlot! 1 

Clown. You may hear the never wore any but Rails al! 
her Life-time. 

Wife. Let me come, I'll tear the Sten from him. 

Clown. Dar'ſt thou call my Wife Strumpet, thou 
Preterpluperſect Tenſe of a Woman? I'll make thee do 

Vor. IV. | 'N 1 
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Penance in the Sheet thou ſhalt be buried i in; abuſe my 

Choice? my two to one. | 
"Wife. No, unkind Villain! I'll deceive thee yet: 

J have a Reprieve for Five Years of Life; 'Y 

Tam with Child. 

Moench. Cud fo, Gnotbo, I'll not tarry ſo long; Five 

Years? I may bury two Huſbands by that Time. 
Clown. Alas! give the poor Woman Leave to talk, 

ſhe with Child? T, with a Puppy, as long as I have thee 

by me, ſhe ſhall not be with Child, I warrant thee. 


© Wife. The Law, and thou, and all ſhall find I am 


with Child. 

Clown. I'll take my corporal Oath I begat it not; 
and then thou dieſt for Adultery, 

Wife. No matter; that will aſk ſome Time in the 
Proof. 5 

Clown. Oh! you'd be ſton d to Death, would you? 


all old Women would die o that Faſhion with all their 


Hearts; but the Law ſhall overthrow you, the r'other 
way, farft. 

Ienth. Indeed if it be ſo, I will not linger ſo long, 
not bo. | 
Clown. . Away, away! ſome Botcher has got it; tis 
but a Cuſhion, I warrant thee: The old Woman is 
loth to depart; ſhe never ſung other Tune in her Life. 

Wench, We will not have our Noſes bor'd with a 


"Cuſhion, if it be ſo. 


Cloum. Go, go thy Ways, thou old Almanack! at 
the Twenty-eighth Day of December, e' en almoſt out of 
Date, down on thy Knees, and make thee ready; ell 
ſome of thy Cloaths to buy thee a Death's Head, — put 


_ thy middle Finger, your leaſt conſidering Bawds 


do ſo much; be not thou worſe, though thou art an old 
Woman, as ſhe is, I am cloy'd with old Stock- fiſn; 


here's a young Perch is ſweeter Meat by balf, pry'rhec, 


die before thy Day, if thou canſt, that han * not 
be counted a Witeh. 
Wife. No, thou art a Witch, and ru prove it, I ſaid 


In was with Child, thou knen f no * but by Sor- 


cery. 
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cery. Thou ſaid'ſt it was a Cuſhion, and ſo i it is; thou 
art a Witch for't, I'll be ſworn to' t. 

Clown. Ha, ha, ha! I told thee *twas a Cuſhion. 
Go get thy Sheet ready; we'll ſee thee buried as we go 
to Church to be married. LExit. 

Wife. Nay I'll fallow thee, and ew alt. a Wife. 
Pl! plague. — as long as I live with thee; and I'll burv 
ſome Money before I die that ay Ghoſt may haunt thee 


afterward, _ 1 Eat. 
8 c E ** 2 n. 
Enter Cleanthes, | 
Clean. Wha s that? oh! nothing but the whify ring 
„ 


| Rreaths through yon churliſh Hauthorn that grew rude 


As if it chid the gentle Breadth that kiſs'd ir. 


I cannot be too circumſpect, too careful; 


For in theſe Woods lies hid all my Life's Treaſure, 
Which is too much ever to fear to loſe; 
Though it be never loſt, and if our Watchfulneſs 
Ought to be wiſe and ſerious gainſt a Thief 


That comes to ſteal our Goods, things all withoutus, 
That proves Vexation often more than Comfort, 


How mighty ought our Providence to be 
To prevent thoſe, if any fuck there were, 

That come to rob our Boſom of out Joys, 
That only makes poor Man delight to live? 


Pſhay Pm too fearful—Fie, fie! who can hurt me? 


But 'tis a peneral Cowardice, that ſhakes - 


The Nerves of Confidence; he that hides Treaſure, ; | 


Imagines every one thinks of that Place, 


When tis'a thing leaſt minded; nay, let him change 
The Place continually, where er it keeps, - 
There will the Fear keep ſtill; yonder's the Starchouls 


Of all my Cornfoet nom and, ſee it ſends forth 
R 2 Es | Enter 
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A dear one, to me, precious chief of Women! 
How does the good old Soul? has he fed well? 


Hip. Beſhrew me, Sir, he made che heartieſt oy 


A Day,” + 
Much good may't do his Health. 
Clean. A Bleſſing on thee, 
Both for thy News.and Wiſh. 
Hip. His Stomach, Sir, 
Is berter'd wondrouſly, ſince his Concealment. 
Clean. Heav'n has a bleſſed Work 1 in't. Come, we're 
ſafe here, 


I pry'thee, call him forth, the Air i is much wholforoer. 5 
, F ather. | LE hs A 


- ws 


Euer Leon Foy 


Leh. How 5 ſounds che — 5 of a j goo : 


Woman! 
It is ſo ſeldom heard, that, W it t ſpeaks, 
It raviſhes all Senſes. Liſts of Honour, 
I've a Joy weeps to ſee vou, *ris Jo full, 
So fairly fruitful, Tel 
Clean. I hope toſce you 3 14 and return 
Loaden with Bleſſings, ſtill to pour on ſome, 
I find *em all in my contented Peace, 
And loſe not one in thouſands, they are diſperſed 


So gloriouſly, I know not which are brighteſt ; 


I find *em, as Angels are found, by Legions: 

Firſt, in the Love and. Honeſty of a Wife 
Which! is the firſt and chiefeſt of all 11 Wen ings 
Next in yourſelf, which is the Hope and Joy 

Of all my Actions, my Affairs, my Wiſnes; 

And laſtly, which crowns all, find my. Soul 


- 
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Cromn 4 1 the Peace of em, th'eternal Riches 
84 


Man's only Portion for his heavenly Marriage. 
Leon. Riſe, thou art all Obedience, Love and Good- 
neſs, 


I dare ſay that which thouſand Fathers cannot, 
And that's my precious Comfort, never Son 
Was in the Way more of celeſtial Riſing, 
Thou art fo —_ of ſuch aſcending Virtue | 
Thar all the Powers of Hell cannot fink thee. [a Ho In. 
Clean, - Ha! 
Leon. What was't diſturbed my Joy 4255 
Clean. Did you not hear, 
As a far off? 
Hip. What my excellentConſort? 
Clean. Nor you. 
Hip. I heard a 
Clean. Hark, again? 
Leon. Bleſs my Joy! 
What ails it on a ff 3 
Clean. Now ſince - lately. 
Leon. * Tis nothing but a Sympront of hy Care, Map. 
Clean. Alas! you do not hear well. 
Leon. What was't Daughter? I Exit Leon. 
Hip. I heard a Sound, twice. la Horn. 
Clean. Hark! Louder and nearer: _ b 
In, for the precious Good of Virtue, quick, Sir! 
Louder and nearer yet; at Hand, at Hand; 
A Hunting here? tis ſtrange! I never 
Knew: ann followed in theſe Woods before. 


[a Horn, 


4 
Enter Duke, Simonides, Courtiers, and Executionr | 


Hip, Now, let *em come and ſpare not. 
Clean. Ha! tis, —ist not the Duke ? look ſparingly. | 


Hip. *Tis he; but what of that? Alas, take er 
SCF 3 | 133012 8 „ +v» } 


Your Care will overthrow us. nid: vas 1 
X 3 b 41512 07 ale 
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Clean. Come, it ſhall not, 1 | 
Let's ſet a pleaſant Face upon our a ; 
Though our Hearts ſhake with Far pred ha, ha! | 
Duke. Hark! e e | 
Clean. Pry'thee, proceed; . 5 
I'm taken with theſe light things rofaitely,” | 
Since the old Man's Deceaſe ; ha —ſo they parted? ? ba, 
ha, hat - [merry 
Duke. Why how ſhauld I believe this? Look, he's 
As if he had no ſuch Charge? One with that Care 
Could never be ſo ſtill; he olds his Temper, - 
And *tis the ſame ſtill, 93 5 no Difference, 
He brought his F ather's Corps to the Grave with, 
He lavgh'd thus then, you know. | 
1 Chr. I, he may laugh, my Lord; 
That ſhows but how he glories in his Cunning, 
And, perhaps, done more to advance his Wit, 
Than to expreſs Affection to his Father, 
That only. he has overeach'd the Law. | 
Sim. He tells you right, my Lord, bis own Couſin 
| _._ German 
Reveal'd it firſt to me; a free tongu'd Wome, | 
And very excellent at telling Secrets. 
Duke. If a Contempt can be ſo neatly carried; 
It gives me Cauſe of Wonder. 
Sim. *Troth, my Lord, 
*T will prave a 2 Cozening. I bete 
I'd have no Scrivener offer to come wg it. 
Duke. Claantbes. de e can 
Clean. My lov'd Lord. | - * : 10 3 
Duke. Not mov'da whit! 3 
Conſtant to lightening fill? 'eis ſtrange to meet you... 
Upon a Ground ſo unfrequented, Sir: 
This does not fit your Paſſion; APR re for Mirth, 
e you much, ri Ir, 
- .., Clean. But finding hs, 
Grow to a noted — __ 
(For any thing too much is vicious) 


I come to theſe diſcenſolate Walks, of Purpoſe 


Onl; 


N- 
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Only to dull and take away the Edge on he 1 


I ever had a greater Zeal to Sadneſs, 
A natural Propenſion, I confeſs, my Lord, 
Before that chearful Accident fell out, TH 


If | may call a Father's Funeral chearful 
Without Wrong done to Duty, « or my Lin 


Duke. It ſeems, then, you” take Pleaſure in theſe 
| Walks, Sir. 
Clean. Contemplative content 4 do, my Lord: 
They bring into my Mind oft Meditations 
So ſweetly precious, that in the Parting 
find a Shower of Grace upon my Cheeks, 


They take their Leave ſo teelingly. 


Dake. So, Sir? | 
Clean, Which is a kind of grave Delight, u my Lond. 


Duke, Nee Ive a ſmall Cauſe, Cleanthes, | to afford 


The leaſt clight that has a Name. 

Clean. My Lord? _ 35 

Sim. Now it begins to fadge. 

1 Cour. Peace! thou art Wa, Si 6 | 

Duke. In your Exceſs of Joy you have expreſs d 
Your Rancour and Contempt againſt my La- 
Your Smiles deſerve Fining, you have Lea: | 


Deriſion openly, e en to my Face, 


Which might be Death, a little more incenſed. 
You do not come for any F reedom here, 4 

But for a Project of your own; ñæ öh 
But all that's known to be contentful to wes,” . 


Shall in the Uſe prove deadly. Your Life's $ mide : ; 


If ever thy Preſumption do. but lead thee: 

Into theſe Walks again,. I, or that Wottian, 

Il have *em warch'd a Purpoſe— © 
1 Cour, Now, now, bis Oolcur ebbs and flows. 
Sim. Mark hers too. Man. now! 
Hip. Oh! who ſhall being Fad: to the poor old 

Speak ſomewhat, $999; Sir, . or we re lot for er e 

afide. 


R 2 "FA Qtan. 
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„ Oh! you did wondrous ill to call me ala, . 
There are not Words to help us, if Lentreat, 
*Tis found that will betray us worſe than Silence; ; 
Pry'thee let Heav'n alone, and let's ſay nothing. [of ds 
1 Cour. You've ſtruck em dumb, my Lord. 
Sim. Look how Guilt looks! 
I would not have that Fear upon my F lem 
„ 12 75997 5 77 509905 COR; 
Clean. He is ſafe ſtill, is he not I | + 
Hip. Oh! you do illi to doubt it. 
Clean. Thou art all Goodneſs. | 
Sim. Now does your Grace believe! NN 
Duke. I is too apparent. 
Search, make a ſpeedy Search; for the eiae 
Cannot be far. oll by the + car it Oy.” / | 
Clean. Ha! 40 0 [Lord, 


apart 


Sim. Has the Lipwhes 8 FCunniag: I'm afj/aid, my 


That cries moſt when ſhe's fartlieſt from the Neſt. 
Clean. Oh we're 1 be L 
Hip. 'Betray'd, . Sir? M 07 21 tr 
Sim. See, my Lord, W 
It comes out more and more e fil. ¶Exeunt Couttiers 


Clean. Bloody Thief, and Sit. 


Come from that Place, tis Ciera! q | Hotwicide, | 

Tis not for thy adulterate Hands to touch it. 

Hip. Oh miſerable Virtue! what Dittes 

Art thou in at this Minute? + 
Clean. Help me, Thunder, 


For my Power's- loſt, Angels ſhoot Planband hel 5 n me; 


Why are theſe Men in Health and I ſo Heart Bick! of 
Or why ſhould Nature have that Power in me 
To levy up a Thouſand bleeding Sorrows , 
And not one Comfort, only makes me lie 
Like the poor Mockery of -an Earthquake here? 
Panting with Horror, and have not ſo much F orce 
you my Vengeance, to gary a Villain off me. 

1 N 30446 
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Euter . Simonices, 11 


Hip. Uſe him, gently, and Heaven will love you 
or it. | 
Clean. Father ! oh F ather l. now ] 78 thee full. 
In thy Affliction; thou 'rt a Man of Sorrow, 
But reverendly becomeſt it, that's my Comfort: 
Extremity was never better grac'd 


Than with that Look of thine, Ob! Wage. Ik Rill, 


For I ſhall loſe it, all my Joy and Strength 

Is c'en eclipſed together. I tranſgres'd | 
Your Law, my Lord, let me receive the Sting onꝰt. 
Be once juſt, Sir, and let the Offender die: 
He's innocent in all, and I am guilty. __ 

Leon. Your Grace knows, when Affection only ſpeaks 
Truth is not always there; his Love would draw 
An undeſerved Miſery. on his Youth, - . 
And wrong a Peace reſolv'd, on both Parts ſinful. 
'Tis I am guilty of my own Concealmept, 
And, like a worldly Coward injur'd Heaven 


With Fear to go to't now I ſee my Fault, 
And am prepar'd with Joy to ſuffer for't. 


Duke. Go, give him quick Diſpatch let him ſee 
i Death, 
And your Preſumption, Sir, ſhall come to judgment. 
¶Exeunt with Leonides. 
Hip: He's going! oh, he's gone, Sir! 1 
Clean, Let me riſe. | 
Hip. Why do you not, then, and follow ? 705 
Clean. ] ſtrive for't. 7 
Is their no Hand of Pity that will eaſe me, 
And take this Villain from my Heart awhit ? 
Hip. Alas! he's gone. 85 
Clean. A Vorſe ſupplies | his Place then, %% Nn 
A Weight more ponderous ; 1 cannot follow. TN 
Hip, Oh My of Aﬀtieiont e 


_ PHE: Gn L A W. 


Clean. They will ſtay 
Till Ican come; they muſt be ſo good erer. 
Though they be ne*er ſo cruel: | N 
Mju laſt Leave muſt be taken, think of chat, 
And his laſt Bleſſing given; I will not loſe 
That for a Thouſand Conſorts. | | 
Hip. That Hop's wretched. 
Clean. The inutterable Stings of Fortune, | 
All Griefs are to be borne, fave this alone: 
This, like a headlong torrent, overturns + 
The Frame of Nature, 
For he that gives us Life firſt, as a Father, . 
Locks all his natural Suffering i in our Blood, 
The Soi rows that he feels too, are our Heads, 
They are incorporate to us. 
Hip. Noble Sir! 
Clean. Let me behold him well, 
_ 7 
Clean. Thou ſhouldſt be good, 
Or thou'rt a dang'rous Subſtance to be lodg'd 
So near the Heart of Man. i 
Hip. What means this, dear Sir? | 
Clean. To thy Truſt only was this bleſſed Secret 
Kindly committed ; *tis deſtroy'd, thou elt: 
What follows to be thought on't? 
Hip. Miſerable! 
Why here's the Unhappineſs of Woman ſtill, 
That, having forfeited in old Times their Truſt, 
Now make their Faiths ſuſpected that are juſt. 
Clean. What ſhall I ſay to all my Sorrows, | wen 
That look for Satisfaction? 0 


, Or wad - 


3 — 


Enter nr. | 


Bug. Ha, ha, ha! Cozen— 15 
— How ill doſt thou become this Time! 
Eug. Ha, ha, ha! _ 
Why, that's but your Opinion; a young Wench 


Becomes the Time at all Ti imes. Now Coz. 
Webe 


TRE ODD L'AW. Tag 
We're even, an you be remember'd I | 
You left a Strumpet and a Whore ar A. winty me, 
And ſuch fine field. bed Words, which dould not coſt 
you : 
Leſs than a Father * 4 
Clean. Is it come that Way? 
Eug. Had you an Uncle, 
He fhould go the ſame Way too. 
Clean. Oh Eternity! we 
What Monſter is this Fiend in Labour with ? 
Eug. An Aſs- colt with two Heads; that's ſhe and 
you: 
Iwill not loſe ſo glorious a Revenge, 
Not to be underſtood in't: I betrayed him. 


And now we're even, you'd beſt keep you fo. 


Clean. Is there not Poiſon yet enough to kill me? 

Hip. Oh, Sir, forgive me 7 it was [ betray*d him. 

Clean. Hor: ? 

Hip. 1. 

Clean The Fellow of my Heart ? ail ſpeed me, 
dhe, 

Hip. Her Tears that never wept, and mine own Pity 
Een cozen'd me together; and ſtole from me | 
This Secrer, which fierce Death ſhould : not have pur- 

chas'd. 

Clean. Nay, then we're eat an End; all we are falſe ones, 
And ought to ſuffer. I was falſe to Wiſdom, | 
In truſting Woman; thou wert falſe to Faith, 

In uttering of the Secret; and thou falſe 

To Goodneſs, in deceiving ſuch a Pity. 

We are all tainted ſome Way; but thou worſt, 

And for thy infectious Spots ought to die firſt, 
going to ſtab Eugenia. 

Eug. Pray turn your Weapon, Sir, upon your Mittreſs, 
I come not lo ill friended.—reſcue, Sexy ants. | 


Enter S monides and carl, „ 


Clean. Are you ſo whoriſhly provided 2 


9110, 
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Sim. Yes, Sir, 


She has more Weapons at puma than one. | A 
Eug. Put forward, Man! thou art molt ſure. tg 
have me. 


Sim. I ſhall be ſurer, —ifT keep behind, though. 
Eug. Now, Servants, ſhew your Love. 
Sim. I'll ſhew my Love to afar off. 
Eug. I love to be ſo courted, woe me there. 
Sim. I love to keep good Weapons, though ne's Ml — 
fought, | 
I'm ſharper fer within than I am without. 
Hip. Oh, Gentlemen, Cleanthes. 
Eug. Fight! upon him! 
Clean. Thy Thirſt of Blood ids thee now a 
Strumpet. E. 
Eug. Tis dainty, next to oPyotheoion firing 
I'd either be Wer Men or getting. 


| Sin 

| Enter 22 85 

1 Officer. Forbear, on your Allegiance, Gentlemen * 
He's the Duke's Priſoner, and we ſeize upon hifm Th 
To anſwer this Contempt againſt the Law. SR 
Clean. J obey Fate in all things. de | 
Hip. Happy Reſcue! 1 


Sim. 1 wood you'd feized upon him a Minute ſooner; 6 
it had ſav'd me a cut Finger: I wonder how I came gel 
by't, for I never put my Hand forth, I'm ſure; | 
think my own Sword did cut it, if Truth were Kota ; Wi: 
may be the Wire in the Handle; I have liv'd theſe five N.. 
and twenty Years and never knew what Colour my * 
Blood was of before. I never durſt eat Oyſters, nor | 
cut Peck-loaves 
* Eug. You've ſhown your r Spirits, Gentlemen, bur you 
Have cut your Finger. ET + 

Sim. I, the Wedding - finger too, a Pox ot. 
1 Cour. You'll prove a bawdy Bachelor, Sim. to 


have a Cut _ your Fi inger, before you are u 
5 ner FR IN. 


t 


n! 
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Sim. I'll never draw Sword again, to have ſuch 
A Jeſt Put 6 J me. = 145 : [ Exeunz. 


The End of the FouxTH Acr. FIVE 


ACT FT} SCENE I. 


Enter Sanaa Pe tbe ent may and; Mace 
Carried before them. | 


E ready with your Priſoner, we e' fit inſtantly, 
And riſe betore Eleven, or when we _ : 
Shall we not follow, Judges ? | 
Cour. Tis committed _ | 
All to our Power, Cenſure and Pleaſure; now 
The Duke hath made us chief Lords of this Seflions, 
And we may ſpeak by Fits, or ſleep by Turns. 
Sim, Leave that to us; but, whatſoe'er we do, 
The Priſoner ſhall be ſure to be condemn'd 
Skeping or waking, we're reſolv'd on cher, | 
Before we ſet upon him. E 
2 Cour. Make you queſtion ? 
If not Cleanthes and one Enemy, 
Nay a Concealer of his Father too, 
A vile Example in theſe Ons of Fong: 


dim. 


Male you queſtion | 
If not Cleanthes, c. 
This Paſſage which can hardly be dene 1 have not ventured 
to alter, but I think it would read better thus, 
Make you queſtion 
1/ not Cleanthes 7s our Enemy ? 
Nay a Contealer of his Father too; 
A vile E xample in theſe Days of T. outh, 


= 


Sim. 
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Sim. If they were given to follow ſuch Examples; 
But ſure I think they are not; howſoe er 
*Twas wickedly attempted, that's my Judgment, 
And it ſhall paſs whilſt Im in Power to fir. 

Never by Prince were ſuch young Judges made; 
But now the Cauſe requires it. If you mark it, 
He muſt make young or none; for all the old ones 
He hath ſent a Fiſhing —and my Father's one, 

I —_— thank his Highneſs, 


Enter Eugenia. 


1 . Widow? 

Eug. You almoſt hit my Name; no, 1 
You come fo wond'rous near it, admire you 
For your Judgment, 

Sim. My Wife that muſt be ? She. | 

Eug. My Huſband goes upon his laſt eur now. 

* On his laſt Legs, Iam n Th. 

September the ſeventeenth, brig 2111 
1 A not N an Hour on't, and to-morrow 
His lateſt Hour's expired. ais 
2 Cour. Bring him to Judg ment, 101. 201 
The Jury's panneP'd, and the Verdiet given 
F'er he appears; we've taken courſe for that, a3”. 

Sim. And Officers t'attach the grey young Man, | 

The Youth of Fourſcore. Be of Cm AE yy 
You ſhall know longer boſom January: , 
For that I will take Order, and mar ig 
For you lalty April. 5 OY Dru 
i. e. Can you queſtion if ſueb a ruhe, one who: io an — 6 its 
and has been guilty of thele things, is not & wile ung e in 440 
Day, of Nouth. 

I ſhall here obſerve, concerning the Play 9 us, chat. the Erron 
in all the old Co * are numbetleſs; but as they ſeem to be Ertors of 
the Preſs only, I have taken the Libetty to corre them, and 10 fe. 
lore the Senſe wherever it ſeemed deficient to its original Meaning. 
This I have done without burthening the Text with Notes, as I an 


conſcious they would be of little Conſequence, afford na Entertainmen, 
2 ag interrupt the Reader in the hog : ah 7 
4 ; £ 7 up. 
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Eng. The Month that ought, nnd, the 
To go before May. 
i Cour. Do as we have ſaid; 1 
Take a ſtrong Guard and bring bim into Count: 
Lady Eugenia, ſee this Charge performed, 
That, having his Life forfeited by the Law 
He may relieve his Soul. 
Eug. Willingly. 
From ſhaven Chins never came better Juſtice 
Than theſe new touch'd by Reaſon, _ A 
Sim. What you do, 
Do ſuddenly, we charge you, for we purpoſe 
To make but a ſhort Seſſions —a new Buſineſs. 


Enter Hlippolita 


1 Com. The fair Hippolita | now what's your Suit? 
Hip. Alas! I know not how to ſtile you yet; 
Ks, call you Judges doth not ſuit your Tears, 
Nor Heads and Brains ſhew more Antiquity 
Yet ſway yourſelves with Equity and Truth, 
And I'll proclaim you reverend, and repeat 
Once in my Life Time I have ſeen grave Heads 
Plac'd upon young Men's Shoulders. 
2 Cour. Hark, ſhe flouts us, 
And thinks to make us monſtrous! | 
Hip. Prove not ſo; 
For yet, inethinks, you bear the Shen of Men, SOL | 
Though nothing more than meerly beautiful 7 
To make you appear Angels, but if you crimſon 
Your Name and Power with Blood and Cruelty ; 
Suppreſs fair Virtue and enlarge old Vice: 
Both againſt Heav'n and Nature draw your Sword; 
Make either Will or Humour turn the Scale 
Of your created Greatneſs, and in that 
Oppoſe all Goodneſs. I muſt tell you, then 
You're more than monſtrous, and in the very Act, 
You change yourſelves to Devils. 
i Cour, She's a Witch; 4h 
Hark! ſhe beginsto conjure. | _ Sim.” 
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Sim. Time, you fee, 
Is ſhort, much Buſineſs now on Foot—Shall 1 
Give her her Anſwer? 
2 Cour. None upon the Bench 
More learnedly can do it. 
Sim. He, he, hem ! then liſt, 
I wonder at thine Im pudence, young g Houſewiſe, 
That thou dar'lt plead for ſuch a baſe Offender, 
Conceal a Father paſt his Time to die : 
What Son and Heir would have done this but he? 
1 Cour. I vow, not I. | 
Hip. Becauſe ye are Parricides 
And how can Comfort be derived from ſuch 
That pity not their Fathers ? 
2 Cour. You” re freſh and fair; pradtiſe young Wo- 
men's Ends: 
When Huſbands are diſtreſs*d, provide them F riends, 
Sim. I'll ſet him forward, without Fee : 
Some Wives would pay for ſuch a Courteſy. 
Hip. ah - Amazement! What Duty, Goodneſs 
dwe — | 


I ſought for Charity, but knock at Hell. 55 


Enter Eugenia, with Lyſander Priſoner , aGuard. | 


Sim. Eugenia come! 
Command a ſecond Guard to bring Cleanthes i in; 
We'll not fit long; my Stomach ſtrives to Dinner. 

Eug. Now, Servants, may a n ſo bold 
Io call your Power ſo low? 

Sim. A Miſtreſs may; 
She can make all things low; then i in that Language 
There can be no Offence. 
Eug. The Time's now come 4 

Of Manumiſſions ; take him into Good, 
And I am then at FE reedom. Ys 
2 Cour. 
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2 Cour. This the Man? ; 
He hath left of late 'to feed 'on Snakes, 
His Beard's turn'd white again. | 
1 Cour. Is't poſſible theſe gouty Legs Jane F lately, 
| And! ſhatter'd in a Galliard? © | 
g. Jealouſy, al 
Add. F. ear of Death, can work ſtrange Prodigles 
2 Cour. The nimble Fencer this, that made me 
tear 21 
And traverſe bout the Chamber ? 
Sim. I, and gave me | 
Thoſe elbow Healths, the Ralgman take him fort!?! 
They'd almoſt fetch'd my Heart out, the Dutch Venue 
I ſwallow'd pretty well; but the Half-pike 
—Had almoſt prepared me but had I took 
1 4 COR I had caſt my Lungs out. [Flourifh, 


Enter the Dute. | 


2 Cour. Peace the Duke. 
Duke. Nay bathe your Seats, whoſe that « ? 
Sim. May't pleaſe your Highneſs, *tis old Lyſander 
And brought in by his Wife, a worthy Precedent 
Of one that no Way would offend the Law, 
And ſhould not paſs away without Remark. 
Duke. You have been look'd for long. 
Lyſan. But never fit 
Todie till now, my Lord. My Sins andi 
Have been but newly parted, much ado 
I had to get them leave me, or be taught 
That difficult Leſſon how to learn to die. 
never thought there had been ſuch an Act, 
And *tis the only Diſcipline we are born for. 
All Studies elſe, are but as circular Lines 
And Death the Center where they muſt all meet. 
| now can look upon thee, erring Woman, 


* Nay bathe your Stats, &c. i, e. Nay keep your Seats. 
Ve, IV Hs And 


rug or Law. 


And not be vex'd with Jealouſy; on young Men, 
And no Way envy their delicious Health, 
Pleaſure and Strength; all which were once mine own, 
And mine mult be theirs one Day. 
Duke. You have tam'd him. - 
Sim. And know how to diſpoſe him ; that, my Liege 
Hath been before determined, You confeſs f 
Yourſelf of full Age. 
 Lyſan. Yes, and prepared to inherit—— 
Eug. Your Place above—_ 
Sim. Of which the Hangman's Strength 
Shall put him in Poſſeſſion. And ſuch are, 
When the Earth grows weary of them, | [mus 
Moſt fit for Heaven: The Court ſhall make his Mitti- 
And ſend him thither preſently . Pth* mean Time— 
Duke. Away to Death with him, [Exit Executioner 
with IL. yſander. 


Enter a Guard with Cleanthes, Hippolita weeping 
| after him. | 


Sim. So, ſee another Perſon brought to the Bar. 
1 Cour. The Arch-malefattor. 5 
2 Cour. The grand Offender, the moſt refractory 
To all good Order, tis Cleanthes, he— | 
Sim. That would have Sons grave Fathers, ere their 
Fathers | | 
Be ſent unto their Graves, 
Duke. There will be Expectation 
In your ſevere Proceedings againſt him: 
His act being ſo Capital. 

Sim. Fearful and bloody. | 
Therefore we charge theſe Women leave the Court 
Left they ſhould ſtand to hear it. 

Eug. I. in Expectation 


Of a moſt happy Freedom. i CE Male 
Uip. I, with the Apprehenſion 
Of a moſt ſad and deſolate. Widowhood, Exit. 


1 Cour, We bring him _Jo the Bar, 
K. 4 * 


2 Cour, 
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2 Cour. Hold up your Hand, Sir. 
Clean. More Rev*rence to the Place than to the Perſons: : 
To the one J offer up a Palm 
Of Duty and Obedience ſhew'd as to Heaven, 
Imploring Juſtice, which was never wanting 
Upon that Bench whilſt their own Fathers fat : 


But unto you, my Hands contracted thus, 


As threat'ning Vengeance againſt Murtherers, 
For they chat kill in Thought, ſhed innocent Blood 
With Pardon of your Highneſs ; ; too much Paſſion 
Made me forget your Preſence, and the Place 
I now am call'd to. 
Dake. All our Majeſty 
And Power we have to pardon or condemn, 
Is now confer'd on them. 
Sim. And theſe we'll] uſe 
Little to thine Advantage, 
Clean. I expect it: | 
And as to theſe, I look no Mercy from them, 
And much leſs ſhown to intreat it, I thus now 
Submit me the Emblems of your Power, I mean _ 
The Sword and Bench: But, my moſt reverend Judges, 
Ere you proceed to Sentence, for I know 
You've giv'n me loſt, will you reſolve me one thing? 
1 Cour. So it be briefly queſtion'd. 
2 Cour. Shew your Honour, 
Day ſpends itſelf apace. 
Clean, My Lords, It ſhall. 
Reſolve me, then, where are your filial Tears 
Your mourning Habits and fad Hearts become, 
That ſhould attend your Father's Funerals ? 
Though the ſtrict Law (which I will not accuſe, 
Becauſe a Subject) ſnatch'd away their Lives, 
It doth not bar them ro lament their Deaths : 
Or if you cannot ſpare one ſad Suſpire, 
It doth notbid you laugh them to their Graves, 
Lay ſubtle Trains to antedate their Years, 
To be the ſooner ſeiz'd of their Eſtates. 


Oh, Timo! of Age! where's that Zneas now, 
= Who, 
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Who letting all his Jewels to the Flames; 
Forgetting Country, Kindred, Treaſure, Friends, 
Fortunes and all things, ſave the Name of Son 
Which you ſo much forget, godlike nes, 

Who took his bedrid Father on his Back, 

And with that ſacred Load (to him no Burden) 


Hew'd out his Way through Blood, through Fires. 


E' en through the arm'd Streets of burning T roy, 
Only to ſave a Father. | 
Sim. We've no Leiſure now _ 


To hear Leſſons read from Virgil, we're paſt School, 


And all this Time thy Judges. 

2 Cour. Tis fit 
That we proceed to Sentence. 
x Cour. You are the Mouth, 
And now tis fit to open. 

Sim. Juſtice, indeed, 
Should ever be cloſe ear d, and open-mouth'd ; 
That is to hear him little, and ſpeak much. 
Lo then, Cleanthes, there is none can be 
A good Son and a bad Subject; for, if Princes 
Be call'd the Peoples Fathers, then the Subjects 
Are all his Sons, and he that flouts the Prince 
Doth diſobey his Father; there you're gone. 
I Cour. And not to be recover'd, 

Sim. And again— 


2 Cour. If he be gone once, call him not again. 


Sim., J ſay again, this Act of thine expreſſes. 
A double Diſobedience; as our Princes 
Are Fathers, ſo they are our Sovereigns too, 
And he that doth rebel againſt Sov'reignty 
Doth commit treaſon in the Height of Degree 
And now thou art quite gone. 

1 Cour. Our Brother in Commiſſion 
| Hath ſpoke his Mind both learnedly and neatly, 
And I can add but little, howſoever | 


5 Hew'd eut his Way, Kc. 


Theſe Lines I have alter'd. In the old Copies they v were thus 


Heww'd out his NM ay through Blood, through Fire 
Ewen through all the arm'd Streets of bright Burning Troy 


It 


3 


* 


. 
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It ſhall ſend him packing. ff | 
He that begins a Fault that wants 8 8 
Ought to be made Example for the Fault. 

Clean. A Fault? No longer can I hold myſelf 
To hear Vice upheld and Virtue thrown down, 

A Fault? Judge then, I deſire, where it lieth, 
In thoſe that are my Judges or in me. 
Heav'n ſtand on my Side! Pity, Love and Diet 

Sim. Where are they, Sir, who ſees them but 

yourſelf? 

Clean. Not you; and I am ſure 
You never had the gracious Eyes to ſee them. 

You think you arraign me, but I hope 
To ſentence you at the Bar. 

2 Cour. That would ſhew brave. 

Clean, Were this the Judgment Seat, we ſtand at now 
The heavieſt Crimes that ever made up 
Unnaturalneſs in Humanity, 

You are found foul and guilty by a Jury 

Made of your Father's Curſes, which have brought 
Vengeance impending on you, and I now 

Am forc'd to pronounce Judgment on my Judges. 
The common Laws of Reaſon and of Nature 
Condemn you ip/o facto, you are Parricides, 
And if you marry will beget the Lyar 

Who, when you're grown to full Maturity, 

Will hurry you their Fathers to their Graves; 
Like Traitors, you take Counſel from the Living: 
Of upright Judgment, you would rob the Beach : 
Experience and Diſcretion ſnatch*d away 

From the Earth's Face, turn all into Diſorder, 
Impriſon Virtue, and infranchiſe Vice, 

And put the Sword of Juſtice into the Hands 

Of Boys and Madmen. 

Sim, Well, well, have you done, Sir? 

Clean, I've ſpoke my Thoughts. 

Sim. Then I'll begin and end. 

Nuke. *Tis Time I now begin, 


Where your Commiſſion ends, 55 
8 3 Clean. 
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Cleanthes you come from the Bar 

Becauſe I know you're ſeverally difpos'd ; 
I here invite you to an Object will, no Doubt, 
Work in you contrary Effects. 

Muſick. 


| Recorders, the 3 Men appear. 


Clean. Pray, Heaven, 
T dream not; ſure he moves, talks comfortably,” 
As Joy can wiſh a Man. If he be chang'd 
Far above from me, he is not ill intreated. 
His Face doth promiſe Fulneſs of Content, 
And Glory hath a Part in't. | | 
Leon. Oh my Son! | ILads, 


Dake. You that can claim Acquaintance with theſe 
Talk freely. 


Sim. I can ſee none there that's worth 
One Hand to you from me. 

Dake. Theſe are thy Judges, and by their grave Law 
I find thee clear, but theſe Delinquents ouilty : 
You muſt change Places, for *tis ſo decreed, 
Such juſt Preeminence hath thy Goodneſs gained, 
Thou art the Judge now, they the Men arraign'd. 

1 Cour. Here's fine dancing, Gentlemen! 

2 Cour. Is thy Father amongſt them? 

Sim. Oh] a Pox I ſaw him, the firſt thing I look'd on. 
Alive again ? 'Slight, I believe now a Father 
Hath'as many Lives as a Mother. 

Clean. *Tis full as bleſſed as tis wonderful! 
Oh! bring me back to the ſame Law again, 
I am fouler than all theſe, ſeize on me, Officers, 
And bring me to new Sentence. 
Sim. What's all this? 

Clean. A Fault not to be pardon'd, 
Unnaturalneſs is but Sun's Shadow to it. 


Sim. J am glad of that; I hope the Caſe my alter, 
And ] turn Judge again. 


Duke. 


cd we 
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Due. Name your Offence, 
Clean, That I ſhould be ſo vile 
As once to think you cruel ! 
Dake. Is that all? 
'Twas pardon'd &er confeſs'd, you that have Sons, 
If they. be worthy, here may challenge them, 
Creon, I ſhould have one amongſt them, had he had 


Grace 
To have retained that Name. 
Sim. I pray you, Father. 425 
Creon. That Name, I know, 
Hath been long ſince forgor. [now. | 


Sim. I find but ſmall Comfort in rememb' ring it 
Dake. Cleanthes, take your Place with theſe grave 
Fathers. { 
And read what in that Table is inſcribed 
Now ſet theſe at the Bar, 
And read, Cleanthes, to the Dread and Terror 
Of Diſobadieaal and unnatural Blood. - 

Clean. It is decreed by the grave and learned 
“ Council of Epire, that no Son and Heir ſhall be held 
capable of his Inheritance at the Age of one and 
6 e unleſs he be at that Time a Nan in Obe- 
& dience, Manners and Goodneſs, 


Sim. Sure I ſhall never be at full Age, then, though 


T live to an hundred Years, and that's nearer by twenty. 
than the laſt Statute allow'd. „ 
1 Cour. A terrible Act! A i 
Clean. ** Moreover it is enacted, that all Sons afore- 


e ſaid, whom either this Law or their own Grace, 


— > - 3 


« ſhall reduce into the true Method of Duty, Virtue, 
and Affection; and relate their Trial and Approba- 


* tion from Cleanthes the on of Leonides* from me, 5 


my Lord? 


Duke. From none but you as fulleſt; proceed, Sir. 
Clean. Whom, for his manifeſt Virtues, we make 
& ſuch Judge and Cenſor of Youth and the abſolute 


0 Reference of Life and Manners. ; | 
4. | | > 4 tow, 
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Sim. This is a brave World! when a Man ſheuld be 
Selling Land he muſt be learning Manners, 
Is' t not, my Maſters? 


Enter Eugenia 


” Eug. What's here todo? my Suitor's at the Bar! ? 
The old Bard ſhines again—Oh miſerable! | ſhe Jewoons. 
Dake. _ the Law over to her, *twill awake 
er: ö 
*Tis one deſerves ſmall Pity. 

Clean. Laſtly it is ordained, that all ſuch Wives 
e now whatſoever that ſhalldeſignthe Huſband's Death, 
<<. to be ſoon rid of them and entertain Suitors in their 
« Huſband's Life Time.” — 

Sim. You had beſt read that a little louder ; for, if 
any thing, that will bring her to herſelf again, and find 
her Tongue. 

Clean. Shall not n on the penalty of 
* our heavy Diſpleaſure, to marry within ten Years 
pe _ 

Eug. That Law's too long by nine Years anda half, 
P11 take my Death upon't, ſo ſhall moſt Women. 

Clean. And thoſe incontinent Women ſo offending, 
** to be judg'd and IE by Hippolita, Wife to 
gs Cleantbes T 

Eug, Of all the reſt, I'll not be I by her. 


Enter Hippolita. 


Clean. Ah! here ſhe comes. Let me prevent "y 
Joys: 
Prevent them but in Part, and hide Fo reſt; 
Thou haſt not Strength enough to bear them, elſe. 
Hip. Leonides! | [ /he faints. 
Clean. I fear'd it all this: while, 
I knew 'twas paſt thy Pow'r, Hippolita. 


What 
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What Contrariety's in Women's Blood ? | 
One faints for Spleen and Anger, ſhe for Grare. 
Dufte. Of Sons and Wives we ſee the worlt and beſt, 
May future Ages yield Hippolita's 
Many; but few like thee, Eugenia. 
Let no Simonides, henceforth have a Fame, 
But all bleſt Sons live in Cleanthe's Name. [Mufeck. 
Ha! what ſtrange Kind of Melody was that? 
Yet, give it Entrance, whereſoe'er it be. 
This Day is all devote to Liberty. 


Enter Clown, and Wench, old Wemen, the Clown's Wi fe, 
Muſick, and a Bridecake to the Wedding. 


Clown. Fidler, d on, crowd on; let no Man 
lay a Block in your Way. Croud on, I ſay. „„ 
Duke. Stay the Croud awhile ; let's know the Reaſon 

Of this Jollity. 
Clean. Sirrah, do you know where you are? | 
Clown. Yes, 1 I am here, now here, and now 
here again, Sir. ls reſence. 
Lyſan. Your Hat's too high crown'd, the Duke in 
Clown. The Duke? As he is my Sovereign ! I do 
give him two Crowns for it, and that's equal Chang 
all the World over; as J am Lord of the Day (being my 
Marriage-day, the ſecond) I do advance my Bonnet 


Croud on afore. 'em; 
Leon. Good Sir, a few Words, if you'll vouchſafe 
Or will you be forc'd. [ ſo. 


Clown. Forc'd ? I would the Duke himſelf would ſay 
Duke. I think he dares, Sir, and does; if you ſtay 
nat, 
You ſhall be forc'd. | 
Clown, I think fo, my Lord, and good Reaſon too; 
ſhall not I ſtay when your Grace ſays I ſhall? 1 
were unworthy to be a Bridegroom in any Part of your 
Highneſs's Dominions, then— will it pleaſe you to taſte 
of the Wedlock-courteſy, | 
Du 


266 "BE OLD L A W. 


Duke. Oh, by no Means, Sir, you ſhall not deface 
So-fair an Ornament for me. - 
Clown. If your Grace pleaſe to be cakated, ſay fo. 
Duke. And which might be your fair Bride, Sir ? 
_ Clown. This is | my two for one that mult be x 
| uxoris, 
The Remedy 9 5 and the very Hecum Amoris. 
Dake. And haſt thou any elle? | 
Clown. I have an older, my Lord, for other Utes. 
Clean. — Lord, I do obſerve a ſtrange Decorum 
ere : 
Theſe that do lead this * of Jollity, 
Do march with Muſick and moſt mirthful Cheeks : 
Thoſe that do follow, ſad, and wofully 
Nearer the *haviour of a Funeral 
Than a Wedding. 
Duke. Tis true; pray, expound that, Sir. 
Clown.'As the Deſtiny of the Day falls out, my Lord; 


one goes out to Wedding, another goesto Hanging; and 


your Grace in the due Conſideration ſhall find em much 
alke, the one hath the Ring upon her Finger; the 
other a Halter about her Neck. I take thee, Beatrice, 
ſays the Bridegroom; I take thee, Agatha, ſays the 
Hangman ; and both ſay together To have and to 
« hold, *till Death do part us.“ 

Duke. This is not yet plan enough to my Underſtand: 

"TT 

Clown. If further your Grace examine it, you ſhall 
find I ſhew myſelf a dutiful Subject and obedient to the 
Law, myſelf (with theſe my good Friends, and your 
good Subjects) our old Wives whoſe Days are ripe, and 
their Lives forfeit to the Law; only myſelf, more for- 
ward than the reſt, am already proviged of my ſecond 
Choice,” _ [Danger, 

Duke. Oh! take heed," Sir, you'll run yourſelf into 
If the Law finds you with two Wives at once, 
There's a ſhrewd Premunire. 

Clown. I have taken Leave of the old, my Lord. 1 


have nothing to ſay to her; ood geing to Set, Ce 
mum race 


n. — — 


ony 


PF 


| 


m 


Q 


Grace knows * i 5 chan I do. She * a ſtrong ; 
Wind with her, it ſtands full in her Poop, when you 
pleaſe, let her diſembogue, 


Cook. And the reſt of her Neighbours with her, whom 


we preſent to the Satisfaction of your Highneſs's Law. 
Clown. And ſo we take our Leaves, and leave them 


to your Highneſs, —croud on. [marry, 


Duke. Stay, ſtay, you are too forward. Will you 
And your Wife yet living? 

Clown. Alas! Shell be dead before we can get to 
Church. If your Grace would ſet her in the Way, I 
would diſpatch her; I have a Venture on't, which 
would return me, if your Highneſs would make a little 
more Haſte, two for one. 

Duke. Come, my Lords, we muſt lit n here's 

a Caſe | 
Craves a moſt ſerious e | 
| Cock, Now they ſhall be diſpatch'd | out of the Way. 

Clown. I would they were gone once; the Time 

goes away. Igroom? 

Duke. Which is the Wife unto the forw d Bride- 

Wife. J am, an it pleaſe your Grace, | 

Duke, Truſt me, a luſty Woman, able bodied, 

And well blooded Cheeks. _ 
Clown, Oh! ſhe paints, my Lord; ſhe was a n 


ber- maid once, and learn'd it of her Lady. 


Duke. Sure I think ſhe cannot be ſo old. 

Wife. Truly I think ſo too, an pleaſe your Grace. 

Clown. Two to one with your Grace of that; ſhe's 
threeſcore by the Book. 

Leon. Peace, Sirrah! you are too loud. 

Cook. Take heed,” Gnotbo. If you move the Duke's 
Patience, *tis an Edge - tool; but a Word and a Blow, 
he cuts off your Head. 

Clown. Cut off my Head? Away, ignorant 1, he 
knows it coſt more in the Hair; he does not uſe to cut 
off many ſuch Heads as mine, I will talk to him too ; 


if he cut off my Head, I'll give him my Ears. I a 
ull 


Age for the Law, the Clerk ſh)! 
ae 


my Wife is at 
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take his Oath, and the Church Book mall be ſworn 
too. 

Duke. My Lords, I leave this Cenſure to you. 

Leon. Then firſt, this Fellow does deſerve Puniſhment 
For offering up a luſty able Woman, 

Which may do Service to the Commonwealth, 
Where the Law craves one impotent and. uſeleſs, 

Creon. Therefore to be ſeverely puniſhed 
For thus attempting a ſecond Marriage 
His Wife yet living. 

Lyſan. Nay, to have it trebled 
That ev'n the Day and Inſtant when he ſhould mourn 
As a kind Huſband, to her Funeral, 

He leads a Triumph to the Scorn of it; 
Which unſeaſonable Joy ought to he puniſh'd 
With all Severity. 

But. The Fiddles will be in cl Caſe too by and by. 

Leon. Nay, further; it ſeems he has a Venture 
Of two for one at his ſecond Marriage, 

Which cannot be but a Conſpiracy 
Againſt the former. 
Clown. A Meſs of wiſe old Men! 
Lyſan. Sirrah, what can you anſwer to all theſe ? 


Clown. Ye are good old Men and talk as Age will 


give you Leave. 1 would ſpeak with the youthful Duke 
himſelf; he and I may ſpeak of Things that ſhall be 
thirty or forty Years after you are dead and rotten. 


Alas! you are here to Day, and gone to Sea To- 


morrow. 
Dake. In Troth, Sir, then I muſt be plain with you. 
The Law that ſhould take away your old Wife from 
vou, 
The which I do perceive was your Deſire, 
Is void and fruſtrate; ſo for the reft. 
There has been fince another Parliament 
Has cut it off. 
Coton. I ſee your Grace is diſpoſed to be pleaſant. 
Dake. Yes, you might perceive that, I had not elſe 
T hus dallied with your T ollies, 
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Clown. I'll talk further with your Grace when I come 


hack from Church; in the mean Time you know what 
to do 
With the old Women. ; 
0 Dute. Stay, Sir, unleſs in the mean Time you mean 


[cauſe a Gibbet to be ſet up in your Way 
And hang you at your Return. 

Wife. O gracious Prince! 

Duke. Your old Wives cannot dic to- Day by any 
Law of mine; for ought I can ſay to em they may by 
a new Edict bury you, and then, n you pay a 
new Fine too. 

Clown. This is fine, indeed! | 

IVife. O gracious Prince! May he live a heh 

Years more. | [ Gnotho., 

Cook. Your Venture is not like to come in to Day, 

Clown. Give me the principal back, 

Cook. Nay, by my Troth we'll venture ſtill and I'm 
ſure we have as ill a Venture of it as you; for we have 
taken old Wives of Purpoſe ; that we had thought to 
have put away at this Market, and now we cannot utter 
a Penny worth. 

Duke. Well, Sirrah, you were beſt to diſcharge your 

ee Charge and take your old one to you. 

| Clown. Oh Muſick, no Muſick, but prove moſt 

doleful Trumpets ; 

Oh Bride! no Bride, but thou may'ſt prove a Strumpetz 

. Oh Venture! no Venture, [ have, for one, now none. 

oh Wife! thy Life is ſav d when I hop'd 't had been 

gone. 

Caſe up your fruitleſs Strings 3 no Penny, no Wedding, 

n (ab up thy Maidenhead ; no Prieſt, no Bedding : 

Avaunt, my Venture, it can ne'er be reſtor'd, 

Till As. my old Wife be thrown overboard, 

Then come again, old Ag. ſince it muſt be lo; ; 

Let Bride and Venture with woful Muſick go, 4 

Cook. What for the Bride- cake, Gnotbo? 
Clown, Let it be mouldy now 'tis out of Seaſon, 

Let it grow out of Date Currant and Raiſin, 

Let! ie be chip*d and chop'd and gen to Chickens, 

g No 
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No more is got by that, than William Dickins 

Got by bis wooden Diſhes,” 

Put up your Plumbs, as Fidlers put up Pipes, 

The Wedding daſh'd, the Bridegroom weeps and Wen 
Fidlers, farewel! anc -now, without perhaps, 

Put up your Fiddles as you put up Scraps. 


Lyſan. This Paſſion has given ſome Satisfaction, my. 


My Lord, I think you'll pardon him now, 
With all the reſt, ſo they live honeſtly 
With the Wives they have. 

Duke. Oh! moſt freely; free Pardon to all. 


3 Cook. I, we have deſerv'd our Pardons, if we can live 


honeltly with ſuch reverend Wives, that have no Motion 
in em but their Tongues, 
Wife. Heaven bleſs your Grace! you are a juſt Prince, 
Clown. All Hopes daſh'd ; the Clerk's Dues lolt 
Venture gone ; my ſecond Wife divorc'd ; 
And, which is worſt, the old one come back again! 
Such Voyages are made now adays. 
Your Grace had been more kind to your young Subjects, 
Heaven bleſs, and mend your Laws, that they do 
Not gull your poor Countrymen: but I am not 
The firſt, by forty, that has been unMne by the Law, 
*Tis but a Folly to ſtand upon Terms, 
take my Leave of your Grace, as well as mine Eyes 
will give me Leave, I would they had been aſleep in 
their Beds when they opened 'em to ſee this Day. 
Come Ag. come Av. 
Creon. Were not you all my Servants? 
Cook. During your Life, as we thought, Sir; but 
aur young Maſter turn'd us away. 
Creon. How, headlong Villain, wert thou in thy Ruin? 
Sim. I followed the F aſhion, Sir, as other young 
Men did, 
If you were as we chought you had been, 
We ſhould ne'er have come for this, I warrant you. 
We did not feed, after the old Faſhion on Beef, 
And Mutton, and ſuch like. 
Creon. Well what Damage or Charge you have run 
1 


5 


un 
our- 
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yourſelves into by Marriage, I cannot help, | 
Nor deliver you from your Wives ; them you mult keep, 
Yourſelves ſhall again return to me. 

Om. We-thank your Lordſhip for your Love, 

And muſt thank ourſelves for our bad Bargains. 

Duke. Cleanthes, you delay the Power of Law, 
To be inflicted on theſe miſgovern'd Men, 

That filial Duty have ſo far tranſgreſs'd. 

Clean. My Lord, I ſee a Satisfaction 
Meeting the Sentence, even preventing it 
Beating my Words back in their Utterance. 

See, Sir, there's ſalt Sorrow bringing forth freſh 
And new Duties (as the Sea propagates). 
The Elephants have found their Joints too; why 
Here's Humility able to bind up 

The puniſhing Hands of the ſevereſt Maſters, 
Much more the gentle Fathers. 

Sim. I had neer thought to have been brought ſo low 
as my Knees again; bur ſince there's no Remedy, Fa- 
thers, reverend Fathers as you ever hope to have good 
Sons and Heirs, a handful of Pity! We confeſs we have 


| deſerved more than we are willing to receive at your 


Hands, though Sons can never deſerve too much of 
their F athers, as ſhall appear afterwards. 

Creon. And what Way canyou decline your Feeding now? 
You cannot retire to Beeves and Muttons ſure, 

Sim. Alas! Sir, you fee a good Pattern for that, 
now we have laid by our high and luſty Meats, and are 
down to our Marrowbones already. 

Creon. Well, Sir, riſe to Virtues : we'll bind you now; 
You that were too weak yourſelves to govern, 
By others ſhall be govern'd. 

Ly/an. Cleanthes, 
| meet your Juſtice with Reconcilement 
If there be Tears of Faith in Woman's Breaſt. 
have received a Myriad which confirms me 
To find a happy Renovation. 

Clean, Here's Virtue's Throne, 

Which I'll embelliſh with my deareſt Jewels 
| | Of 


Of Love and Faith, Peace and Affection, 
This is the Altar of my Sacrifice, 
Where daily my devoted Knees ſhall bend 
Age bonoured ſhrine, Time till ſo love you, 
That I ſo long may have you in mine Eye 
Until my Memory loſe your Beginning. | 
For you, great Prince, long may your Fame ſurvive, 
Your Juſtice and your Wiſdom never die, 
Crown of your Crown, the Bleſſing of your Land 
W hich you reach to her from your Regent's Hand. 
Leon. O Cleanthes, had you with us taſted 
The Entertainment of our Retirement | 
Fear'd and exclaim'd on in your Ignorance, 
You might have ſooner died upon the Wonder 
Than any Rage or Paſſion for our Loſs. 
A Place at Hand we were all Strangers in 
So ſpher'd about with Muſick, ſuch Delights 
Viands and Attendance, and once a Day 
So cheared with a royal Viſitant, 
That oft-times (waking) our unſteady Phantaſies 
Would queſtion whether we yet liv'd or no, 
Or had Poſſeſſion of that Paradiſe 
Where Angels be the Guard. 
Dake. Enough, Leonides; 4:34 A 
You go beyond the Praiſe, we have our End, 
And all is ended well, we have now ſeen 
The Flowers and Weeds that grew about our Court, 
Sim. If theſe be Weeds Pm afraid I ſhall wear none 
So good again as long as my Father lives. 
| Duke. Only this Gentleman we did abuſe 
With our own Boſom : we ſeem'd a Tyrant, 
And he our Inftrument. Look, *tis Cratilus. 
The Man that rn ſuppos d had now been travel'd, G 
[Diſcovers the Executioner. 
Which we gave Leave to learn to ſpeak, 
And bring us foreign Languages to Greece, 
All's joy d, I ſee; Let Muſick be the Crown, 
And ſet it high, the Good need fear no Law. 
It is his Safety, and the bad Man's Awe. 
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To the truly Noble and Virtuous 


Lady ANN, Counteſs of. Oxford. 


Honoured Lady, a 

N that Age whe Wit and Learning were out 

conquered by Injury, and Violence; this Poem 
was the Object of Love and Commendatious, it w- 
ing compoſed by an infallible Pen, and cenſured by 
an unerring Apditory. In this Epiſtle I ſhall not need 
to make an Apology, for Plays in general by ex- 
hibiting their Antiquity and Utility. In a Word, they 
are Mirrors or Glaſſes which none but deformed 
Faces, and fouler Conſciences fear to look into. 
The Encouragement J had to prefer this Dedica- 
tion to your powerful Protection proceeds from the 
univerſal Fame of the deceaſed Author, who (al- 
though he compoled many) wrote none amiſs, and 
this may juſtly be ranked among his beſt. I have 
redeemed it from the Teeth of Time, by commit- 
ting of it to the Preſs, but more in imploring your 
Patronage. I will not ſlander it with my Praiſe, it 
is Commendation enough to call it Maf/mgers, if it 
may gain your Allowance and Pardon ; I am highly 
gratified, and deſire only to wear the happy Ti- 
tle of, „ | 2 


MADAM, 
Your moſt humble Servant, 
ANDREW PENNYCUICKE. 


* This Dedication was wrote by Andrew Pennycuicke, one of the 
Actors in the Year 1658, who republiſhed this lay, and ſeems to 
have been a Perſon of ſome Reputation in his Profeſſion, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


erl.. 
Sir Jonx Rick, a Merchant. 
ir Maurice Lacy, Son to Loxp Lacy. 
Mr. PLENTVY, a Country Gentleman. 
Luk, Brother to Sir JohN Rick. 


Old Gol WIRE, fb 
Old T RADEWELL | Two Gentlemen. 


Young Goipwizs ? their Sons, Apprentices t to Sir | 


Young TRADEWELL Joh Rich. 
STARGAZE, an Aſtrologer. 

Fox ruxzE, a decay'd Merchant. 
HorsT, a decay'd Gentleman. 
PznuRY. 
HoLDFasT, a Steward. 

RAaMBLE, and ScurrLE, two Hectors. 
Drixc' EM, a Pimp. | 
GETT-ALL, a Box-keeper. 


Lady Ricn. 


| rel her Daughters: 


M1LiiscexnT her Woman. 
SHAVEAM, a Wench, | 
SECRET, a Baud. 


The Scene Loxnon. 
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"ACT 1. SCENE I 


Enter Goldwire, and Tradewell, 


Goldwire. COT HE Ship is fafe in the Pool 
And * * good, {then? 


Tradewell.« 


She bears, the Speedwwell : 
My Maſter will find it, for on 
Ko my certain Knowledge, 
For every Hundred that he ventur'd in her 
She hath return'd him five. | 

Goldwire, And it comes timely ; 
For beſides a Payment on the Nail for a Mannor 
Late purchas d by my Maſter, his young Daughters 
Are ripe for Marriage. 


T 225 In her rich Freight, the Name 


T p ' Traarwelh, - 
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Tradetoell. Who! Nan, and Mall? 

+ Golawire, Miſtreſs Anne and Mary, and with ſome 
Or *tis more puniſhable in our Houſe [Addition 

Than Scandalum magnatum. | 
Tragewell, * Tis great Pity 

Such a Gentleman as my Maſter (for that Title 

His being a Citizen, cannot take from him,) 85 

Hath no Male-heir to inherit his Eſtate, 

And keep his Name alive. . 
Goldwire. The want of one 


Swells my young Miſtreſſes, and their Madam Mother 


With Hopes above their Birth, and Scale. Their 
Dreams are | | | 

Of being made Counteſles, and they take State 

As they were ſuch already. When you went 

To the Indies, there was ſome Shape and Proportion 

Of a Merchant's Houſe in our Family, but ſince 

My Maſter, to gain Precedency for my Miſtreſs 

Above ſome Elder Merchants Wives, was knighted, 

*Tis grown a little Court in Bravery, 

Variety of Faſhions, and thoſe rich ones: 

There are few great Ladies going to a Maſque 

That do out-ſhine ours in their every-day Habits. 


Tradewell. *Tis ſtrange my Maſter in his Wiſdom can 


Give the Reins to ſuch Exorbitancy, 
Goldwire. He muſt, 5 
Or there's no Peace nor Reſt for him at Home. 
I grant his *Rate will bear it, yet he's cenſur'd 
For his Indulgence, and for Sir John Frugall 
By ſome ſtyl'd Sir ohn Prodigal. 
Tradewell. Is his Brother 
Mr. Luke Frugall, living? 
- Goldwwire. Yes, the more 
His Miſery, poor Man! I 
Tradewell. Still in the Counter? [the Hole, 
Goldwire. In a worſer. Place. He was redeemed from 
To live in our Houſe in Hell: ſince his baſe Uſage - 
Conſider'd, tis no better. My proud Lady 
Admits him to her Table, marry ever 
| nt Beneath 


12 


+ 


ir 


Of the Lord Lacy, who needs my Maſter's Money, 


:Tog great Eſtate; and ſo all Aids of Art 


Nay Curioſity to appear lovely, 
Comes not behind her Daughters. 
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Beneath the Salt 1, and there he fits the Subject 
Of her Contempt and Scorn ; and Dinner ended, 
His courteous Nieces find Employment for him 
Fitting an under-prentice, or a F ootman, 
And not an Uncle. 


Tradewell. J wonder, 


Being a Scholar well read, and wavel'd, 


The World yielding Means for Men of ſuch Deſert, 
He ſhould endure it. 


Euter Star-gaze, Lady, Ann, Mary, Milleſcent, in 


ſeveral Poſtures, with Looking- glaſſes at their Girdles. 


 Goldwire. He does, with a ſtrange Patience; and to us 


The Servants ſo familiar, nay humble. 
Fl tell you; but I'm cut off. Look theſe 


Like a Citizen's Wife and Daughters? 


Tradewell. In their Habits 2 
They appear other Things; but what are the Motives 
Of this ſtrange Preparation! 4 ] 4 


Goldwire, The young Wag- tails 
Expect their Suitors. The firſt, the Son and Heir 


As his Daughter does his Honour. The ſecond, Mr. 
A rough hewn Gentleman, and newly come [Plenty, 


In them's excuſable. 
Lady. Tou have done your Parts here: 
To your ſtudy, and be curious in the Search 
Of the Nativities, (Exit Stargaze. 
Tradewell, Methinks the Mother, | | 
As if ſhe could renew her Youth, in Care, 


Goldwire. Keeps the firlt Place, 
And tho' the Church-book ſpeak her Fifty, they 


1 Beneath the Salt. 
See ms ein Note on th e Unnatural Ghar Vol. III. N 
„„ That 
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That ſay ſne can write Thirty, more offend her 
Than it they tax d her Honeſty: T*other Day 

A Tenant of hers, inſtrücted in her Humour, 
But-one ſhe never ſaw, being brought before her; 
For ſaying only, Good young Miſtreſs help me 
To the Speech of your Lady-mocher, fo far pleas'd her, 
That he got his Leaſe renew'd fort. 
_  Tradewell. How ſhe briſtles: 

Pry*thee, obſerve her. 

Milleſtent. As I hope to ſee 


A Country Knight's Son and Heir walk bare before you 


When you are a Counteſs, as you may be one 
When my Maſter dies, or leaves trading; and I conti- 
Your principal Woman, take the upper-hand {[nuing 
Of a*Squire's Wife, tho” a Juſtice, as I muſt 
By the Place you give me, you look now as young 
As when you were married. 

Lady. I think bear my Years well. 


Milleſcent. WRy ſhould you talk of Years ? Time 


hath not plough'd 
One Furrow in your Face : were you not known 
The Mother of theſe Ladies, you might pals 
For a Virgin of fifteen. 
2 radews!), Here's no groſs Flattery: 
Will ſhe ſwallow this? 
Goltwire: You fee ſhe does, and glibly, 


. Milleſcent. You never can be old; wear but a Maſque 


Forty Years hence, and you will fill ſeem young 
In your other Parts: What a Waiſt is here? O Venus! 
That I had been born a King !—and here a Hand 
Jo be kiſs'd ever; Pardon my Boldneſs, Madam. 
Then, for a Leg and Foot you will be courted | 
When a great Grandmother. 

Lady. Theſe indeed, Wench, are not 
So ſubject to Decayings as the F ace, 
Their Comlineſs laſts longer. 

Milliſcent. Ever, ever: 
Such a rare featur'd, and proportion d Madam 
885 could never boaſt of. 


Lady 


— 
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Lady. Where are my Shoes? 
Milliſcent, Thoſe that, your Ladyſhip gave order 
Should be made of ghe Spaniſh perfum*d Skins: 
Lady. The ſame. 
 Milliſcent. I ſent the Priſon=bird this Morning for” em, 
But he neglects his Duty. | 
Ann. He is grown 
Exceeding careleſs, | 
Mary. And begins to murmur 
At our Commands, and ſometimes canis to us, 
He is, forſooth, our Uncle. 
Lady. He is your Slave, 
And as ſuch uſe him. 
Ann. Willingly, but he's grown 
Rebellious Magam. 


Enter Luk e, with OR Garters, and Roſes. 


Gul Nay, like Hen, like Chicken. 

Lady. I'll humble him. 

Goldwire. Here he comes ſweating all over: 

He ſhews like a walking Frippery. 8 

Lady. Very good, Sir, ſooner 
Were you drunk laſt Night, that you could riſe no 
With humble Diligence, to do what my Daughters, 
And Woman did command you? | 

Luke. Drunk, an't pleaſe you. 

Ledy. Drunk, 1 ſaid, Sirrah. Dar'ſt thou in a x look 
Repine, or grumble ? thou unthankful Wretch, | 
Did our Charity redeem thee out of Priſon, 

Thy Patrimony ſpent, ragged, and lewſy; 
When the Sheriff's Baſket, and his broken Meat 
Were your Feſtival exceedings, and is this 

do ſoon forgot? 

Luke. I confeſs I am 
Your Creature, Madam. 

Lady. And good Reaſon why 
You Wau continue ſo. 

An. 
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Ann. Who did new cloath you? 
Mary. Admitted you to the Dining- room? 
Millifcent.” Allowed you a freſh Byd in in the Garret? 
Lady. Or from whom 
Receiv 0 you ſpending Money? 
Luke, I owe all this 8 
To your Goodneſs, Madam. For it you have my Prayers; 
The Beggar's Satisfaction; all my Studies, | 
(Forgetting what I was, but with all Duty 
Remembring what] am) are how to pleaſe you. 
Ard if in my long Stay I have offended, 
I afk your Pardon. Though you may confi der, \ 
Being forc'd to fetch theſe from the Old Exchange, 
Theſe from the Tower, and theſe from Me eftmimſier, 7 
I could not come much ſooner. 
__ Geldwire, Here was a Walk 1 
To breath a Footman! 6 
Ann. Tis a curious Fan. 5 7 
Mary. Theſe Roſes will ſhew rare : avi t'were in g 
That the Garters might be ſeen too. (faſhion 6] 
Milleſcent. Many Ladies 5 
That know they have good Legs, wiſh the ſame with : 
Men that Way have th' Advantage. | [you: 
Lute. I was with the Lady, | A 
And delivered her the Sattin | 
For her Gown, and Velvet for her Petticoat, | Pl 
This Night She vows She'I] pay you. [ apart 
Go!dwire. How I am bound | 
To your Favour Mr. Lake. 
Milliſcent. As I live, you will 
Perfume all Rooms you walk in. 
Lady. Get your Furr; | 
You ſhall pull 'em on within, | [ Exit Luke, 
Goldwire. That ſervile Office | 
Her Pride impoſcs on him. 3 8 
{Sir John within. Geldwire. Tradewell, i Re 
Tradecocll. My Maſter calls. We come, Sir. 
 [Exeunt Goldwire, Trade well. An 
Enter | 


—— — — RN oz 4 


7 


er 


And grown a Gallant of the laſt Edition; 
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Enter Holdfaſt with Peder 


Lady. What have you brought there? 
Holdfaſt. The Cream of the Market; Proviſion enough 
To ſerve a Garriſon. I weep to think on't. 
When my Maſter got his Wealth, his Family fed 
On Roots and Livers, and Necks of Beef on Sundays. 
But now ] fear it will be ſpent in poultry. 
Butchers Meat will not go down. 
Lady, Why you Raſcal, is it at 
Your Expence ? what Cooks have you provided ? 
Holdfaſt. The beſt of the City. ; | 
They have wrought at my Lord Mayor's. 
Ann. Fie on *em, 5 
They ſmell of Fleet-Lane, and Pye- Corner. [ liſts 
Mary. And think the Happineſs of Man's Life con- 
In a mighty ſhoulder of Mutton. 
Lady. I'll have none | 
Shall touch what I eat, (you grumbling Cur) 
But French-men and Italians ; they wear Sattin, 
And diſh no Meat but in Silver. | 
Holdfaſt. You may want, though, 
A Diſh or two when the Service ends. 
Lady, Leave prating, 
Fil have my Will: do you as I command you. [Exeunt, 


SCENE u, 
Enter Lacy and Page. : 


Lacy. You were with Plenty ? 
Page. Yes, Sir. 
Lacy. And what Anſwer 
Return'd the Clown ? 
Page. Clown, Sir, he is transform'd, 


More 


H C IN MA DAMN. 
More rich than gaudy in his habit, yet 
The freedom and the bluntneſs of his Language 
Continyes with him. When I told him that 
You gave him Caution, as he lov'd the Peace, 
And Safety of his Life, he ſhould forbear þ 
To paſs the Merchant's "Threſhold until you 
Ot his two Daughters had made choice of her 
Whom you deſign 'd to honour as your Wife, 
He ſmil'd in Scorn. 

Lacy. In ſcorn ? | 

Page. His Words confirm'd it; 
They were few, but to this Purpoſe ; tell your Maſter, 
Though his Lordſhip in Reverſion now were his, 
It cannot awe me. I was born a Free- man, 
And will not yield in the Way of Affection 
Precedence to him, I will viſit em, 
Though he fate Porter to deny my Entrance. 
When I meet him next, I'll ſay more to his Face; 
Deliver thou this. Then gave me a Piece 
To help my Memory, and ſo we parted. 

Lacy. Where got he this ſpirit ? 

Page. At the Academy of valour, 
Newly erected for the Inſtitution 
Of elder Brothers. Where they are taught the Ways, 
Tho? they refuſe to ſeal for a Duelliſt, 
| How to decline a Challenge. He biel 

Can beſt reſolve you. 


Enter Plenty and three Serving Men. 


Lacy. You Sir — 

Plenty. What with me Sir? 

How big you look ? I will not looſe a Hat, 

To a Hair's Breadth: move your Bever, I'll move mine, 
Or if you deſire to prove your Sword, mine hangs - 
As near my right Hand, and will as ſoon out; though 


Not | 


I keep 
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Not a Fencer to breath me, walk into Moor- E elde, 
dare look on your Toledo. Do not ſhew | 
A fooliſh Valour in the Streets, to make | 
Work for Shopkeepers, and their Clubs, 'tis W 
And the the Women will laugh at uus. 

Lacy. You preſume 
On the Protection of your Hinds. 

Plenty. I ſcorn it:: 

Though I keep Men I fight not with theit Fi ingers, 
Nor make it my Religion to follow 
The Gallant's Faſhion, to have my Family | 
Conſiſting in a Footman, and a Page, | 
And thoſe two ſometimes hungry. I can feed theſe, 
And cloath em too, my gay Sir. 

Lacy. Whar a fine May 
Hath your Taylor made you ? 

Plenty. Tis quite contrary, 
have made my Taylor, for my Clouks are paid for 
As ſoon as put on; a Sin, your Man of Title 
Is ſeldom guilty of; but Heav*n forgive it. 
have other Faults too very incident 
Toa plain Gentleman. I eat my Veniſion 
With my Neighbours in the Country, and preſent not 
My Pheaſants, Patridges, and Growſe to the Ulerer 
Nor ever yet paid Brokage to his Scrivener. 
| fatter not my Mercer's ; Wife nor feaſt her 
With the firſt Cherries, or Peſcods, ro prepare-me 
Credit with her Huſband, when I come to London. 
The Wool of my Sheep, or a Score or two of fat Oxea 
In Smithfield, give me Money for my Expences. 
Ican make my Wife a jointure of ſuch Lands too 
As are not encumber'a, no Annuity . 
Or Statue lying on 'em. This 1 can do 
And it pleaſe your future Honour, and why ebe 
You ſhould forbid my being Suitor with you 
My Dullriefs apprehends not“. | 


2. My dulineſ l not. | 
This ſpirited Speech deſerves to be 1 it is an : Gxcellene 


Page, 
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Page. This is bitter. [ſhewn 


Lacy. IT have heard you, Sir, and in my Patience 
Too much of the Stoick. But to parly farther, 
Or anſwer your groſs Jeers, would write me Coward. 
This only, thy great Grandfather was a Butcher, 
And his Son a Graſier, thy Sire Conſtable 25 
Of the Hundred, and thou the firſt of your Dunghill, 
Created Gentleman. Now you may come on, Sir, 
You and your Thraſhers. 

Plenty. Stir not on your lives. 


This for the Graſier, this for the Butcher. [Rey fight 


Lacy. So, Sir. 

Page. I'll not ſtand idle; draw my little Rapier 
Againſt your bumb Blades, I'll one by one diſpatch you, 
Then houſe this Inſtrument of Death and Horour. 


Enter Sir ir John, Luke, 3 Tradewell. 


Sir Jobn. Beat down their Weapons. My Gate 
What Inſolence is this? 1 [Ruffians Hall: 
Luke. Noble Sir Maurice, 
Worſhipful Mr. Plenty— _ 
Sir John. 1 bluſh for you, 
Men of your Quality expoſe your Fame 
To every vulgar Cenſure ! This at Midnight 
After a drunken Supper in a Tavern, 
(No civil Man abroad to cenſure it) 
Had ſhewn poor in you; but in the Days © and Yew 
Of all that paſs by, monſtrous ! 

Plenty. Very well, Sir; 
You look for this Defence. 

Lacy. *Tis thy Protection, 
But it will deceive thee. 

Sir Jobn. Hold, if you proceed thus, 

I muſt make Uſe of the next Juſtice's Power, 


Piece of Satire on ſuch, who, puffed up with their high Birth, and 
Quality (thoſe imaginary honours) are devoid of Merit, nor have 
the leaſt 3 to any Vrue whatever. | 


ty FW. "4 I poo 1 Ü it. 
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And leave Perſuaſion; ; and i in plain Terms tell you 


Enter Lady, Ann, Mary, nd Millicem: 


Neither your Birth, Sir Maurice, nor your Wealth, 
Shall priviledge this riot. See whom you have drawn 
To be Spectators of it! Can you imagine | 
It can ſtand with the Credit of my Daughters, 


To be the Argument of your Swords? I'th Street too ? 


Nay e're you do ſalute, or I give Way, 


To any private Conference, ſhake Hands 


In Sign of Peace. He that draws back, parts with 


My good Opinion. This is as it ſhould be. 


Make your Approaches, and if their Affection 
Can ſympathize with yours, they ſhall not come 
On my Credit Beggars to you. I will hear 
days you reply within. 

cy. May I have the Honour 


To mY you, Lady? 


Plenty. 1 know not what is ſupporting, 
But by this fair Hand, Glove and all, I love . 
n all As Luke. 


E him enter Hoyt, Penury, Fortune. 
| Takes You are come with all Advantage. I will help 


To the ſpeech of my Brother. „ {you 


Fortune. Have you mov'd him for us | 

Luke. With the beſt of my Co Re and I hope 
You'll find him tractable. 

Penury. Heaven grant he prove ſo. 


as Howe'er I'll ſpeak my Mind. 


| Enter Lord Lac Ys 


Lake. Do ſo, Mr. Hoyſt. | 
Goin. Pll pay my Duty to this hand, 
And then] — r Heaven bleſs your Honour. 

Lord. 
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And though I have been long, I dare not * 


Whoſe Ruins he builds upon. 


What the Law gives him. Such as are worldly wiſe 


Lord. Your Hand Mr. Lake: The World's much 
chang'd with you | 
Within theſe few Months; then you were the Gallant * 
No Meeting at the Horſe-race, Cocking, Hunting, 
Shooting, or Bowling, at which Mr. Luke 
Was not a principal Gameſter, and M ne 
For the Nobility. 
Luke. I have paid dear 
For thoſe Fo!:ies, my good Lord; and 'tis but Juſtice 
That ſuch as ſoar above their Pitch, and will not 
Be warn'd by my Example, ſhould like me 
Share in the Miſeries that wait upon't. 


| Your Honour in your Charity may do well 


Not to upbraid me with thoſe Weakneſſes | 
Too late repented. 
Lord. I nor do, nor wilt; | 
And you ſhall find P11 lend a helping Hand you? 
To raiſe your Fortunes : How deals your Brother with 
Luke. Beyond my Merit, I thank his Goodneſs for't, 
I am a Freeman, all my Debts diſcharg'd, 


\ 
E 
[2 


Nor does one Creditor, undone by me 
Curſe my looſe Riots. I have Meat and Cloaths, 


Time to aſk Heaven Remiſſion for what's paſt ; 
Cares of the World by me are laid aſide, 
My preſent Poverty's a Bleſſing to me; 


Jever liv'd till now. 

Lord. You bear it well; ; 
Yet as you wiſh I ſhould receive for Truth 
What you deliver, with that Truth acquaint me 
With your Brother's Inclination. I have heard 
In the Acquiſition of his Wealth, he weighs not 


Luke. In that, Report 


Wrongs him, my Lord. He is a Citizen, : 


And would intreaſe his beap, and will not loſe Hi 


Purſue that Tract, or they will ne er wear Scarlet. : 
| 1 


ce 
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But if your Honour pleaſe to know his Temper, 
You are come opportunely. I can bring you 
Where you unſeen ſhall ſee, and hear his Carriage 
Towards ſome poor Men, whoſe Making or a 
Depend upon his Pleaſure. | 


AT. able, Count-Book, Stand. 22 Chairs, and Stools ſet cu. 


Lord. To my wiſh, 
Iknow no Object that could more content me. [ Exeunt. 


$CEN E III. 
Enter Sir John, Hoyſt, Fortune, Penury, Goldwire, 


8 John. What would you have me do? reach me a 
When I lent my Moneys I appcat'd an Angel; [Chair. 
But now I would call in mine own; a Devil. 

 Hoyft. Were you the Devil's Dam, you mult ſtay till 
For a as l am a Gentleman, —— ah . have it. 


Enter Luke placing the Lord Lacy. 


Luke. There you may hear all. the 8 
Hoyſt. I pawn'd you my Land for the tenth Par 


Now *cauſe I am a Gameſter, and keep Ordinaries, 
And a Livery Punk, or fo, and trade not with | 
The Money-Mongers Wives, not one will be bound for 


Tis a hard Caſe, you muſt give me longer Day [me : 


Or I ſhall grow —— angry. 

Sir John. Fret, and ſpare not. 

I know no Obligation lies upon me 
With my Honey to feed Drones. But to the n 


How much owes Penury? 


Goldwire. Two hundred Pounds: 
His Bond three Times ſince forfeited. 
Sir John. Is it ſu d? 
Goldwire. Yes Sir, and Execution out againſt him. 
Vo. IV. "ON 485 


I 
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Sir Joby. For Body and Goods. 
Goldwire, For both, Sir. 
Sir John. See it ſerv'd. 
Penury. 1 am undone; my Wife and F amily 
Muſt ſtarve for Want of Bread. 
Sir Jobn. More Infidel thou, 
In not providing better to ſupport em. 
"What's Fortune's Debt? 
__ Goldwire, A Thouſand, Sir. 
Sir Jobn. An Eſtate 
For a good Man. You were the glorious Trader, 
Embrac'd all Bargains ; ; the main Venturer 
In every Ship that launch'd forth; kept your Wife 
As a Lady, ſhe had her Coach, her Choice 
Of Summer-Houſes, built with other Men's Money 
Took up at Intereſt, the certain Road 
To Ludęate in a Citizen. Pray you acquaint me 
How were my Thouſand Pounds employ'd : 3 
Fortune. Inſult not 
On my calamity, though being! a Debtor, 
And a Slave to him that lends, I muſt endure it. 
Yet hear me ſpeak thus much in my Defence; 
Loſſes at Sea, and thoſe, Sir, great and many, 
By ſtorms and Tempeſts, not domeſtic Riots 
In ſoothing my Wite's Humour, or mine own, 
Have brought me to this low Ebb. 
. John. Suppoſe this true ; 
What is't to me? I muſt, and will have my Money, 
Or I'll proteſt you firſt, and that done, have 


The Statute made for Bankrupts ſerv'd upon you. [it. 


Fortune. Tis in your Power, but not in mine to ſhun 
Luke. Not as a Brother, Sir, but with ſuch Nuty, 
As ] ſhould uſe unto my F ather, ſince 
Your Charity is my Parent, give me Leave 
To ſpeak my Thoughts. 
Sir John. What would you wy? 
Luke. No Word, Sir, 
hope ſhall give Offence 3 nor let it reliſh | 
Ot F * though I proclaim aloud; - © 
I glory 
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1 glory in th# Bravery of your Mind, 
To which your Wealth's a Servant. Not that Riches 
Is or ſhould be contemn'd, it being a Bleſſing 
Deriv'd from Heaven, and by your Induſtry 
Pull'd down upon. you ; but in this, dear Sir, 
You have many Equals : Such a Man's Poſicſſions 
Extend as far as yours; a ſecond hath 1 1 
His Bags as full; a third in Credit flies 
As high in the popular Voice: but the Diſtinction 
And noble Difference by which you are 
Divided from 'em, is, that you are ſty'ld, 
Gentle in your Abundance, good in Plenty, 
And that you feel Compaſſion in your Bowels 
Of others Miſeries (I have found it, Sir, 
Heaven keep me thankful for't) while they are curs'd 


8” As Rigid and Inexorable. 


Sir John. I delight not. 
To hear this ſpoke to my Face; 

Luke. That ſhall not grieve you, 
Your Affability, and Mildneſs cloath'd 
ja the Garments of your Debtor's Breath 


Shall every where, though you ſtrive to conceal i it; 


Be ſeen and wondred at, {and i in the Act 
With a prodigal Hand rewarded; Whereas ſuch 
As are born only for themſelves, and live ſo, 
Though proſperous in worldly Underſtandingsz 
Are but like Beaſts of Rapine, that by odds 
Of Strength, uſurp, and tyrannize o'er others 
Brought under their Subjection. 

Lord. A rare Fellow |! 
I am ſtrangely taken with him. 

Luke. Can you think, Sir, | 
In your ungueſtion'd Wiſdom, I beſeech 500, 
The Goods of this poor Man fold at an Out-cry; 
His Wife turn'd out of Doors, his Children fore'd 
To beg their Bread ; This Gentleman's Eftate 


By Wrong extorted can advantage you ? „ 
U2 a Hay: 


492 THE CIT T-MA DAM. 
Hoyſt. If it thrive with him, hang me, as it will 
If he be not converted. | damn him, 
Luke. You are too violent. 3 
Or that the Ruin of this once brave Merchant 
(For ſuch he was eſteem'd though now decay'd) 
Will raiſe your Reputation with good Men ? 
But you may urge, (pray you pardon. me, my Zeal 
Makes me thus bold and vehement) in this 
You fatisfy your Anger, and Revenge 
For being defeated. Suppoſe this, it will not 
Repair your Loſs, and there was never yet 
But Shame, and Scandal in a Victory | 
When the Rebels unto Reaſon, Pafſions fought it. 
Then for Revenge by great Souls it was ever 
Contemn'd, though offered ; entertain'd by none 
But Cowards, baſe and abject Spirits, Strangers 
To moral Honeſty, and never yet | 
Acquainted with- Religion. 
Lord. Our Divieds” a 
Cannot ſpeak more effectually. 7 
Sir John. Shall I be 8 
Talk' d out of my Money? 
Luke. No, Sir, but intreated 
To do yourſelf a Benefit, and preſerve 
What you poſſeſs intire. | | 
Sir John. How, my good Brother? (eat, 
Luke. By making theſe your Beads- men. When they 
Their Thanks, next Heaven, will be paid to your Mercy; 
When your Ships are at Sea, their Prayers will ſwell 
The Sails with proſperous Winds, and guard 'em from 
Tempeſts, and Pirates: keep your Ware-houſes 
From Fire, or quench em with their Tears. 
Sir John. No more. 
Luke. Write you a good Man in the People 8 Hearts, 
Follow you every where. 
Sir John. If this could be 
Luke. It muſt, or our Devotions are but Words, 
I ſee a gentle Promiſe in your Eye, 


Make 
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Make it a bleſſed Act, and moe me ann 


In being the Inſtrument. 
Sir obn. You ſhall prevail. 


Give *em longer Day. Bur do you hear no Talk oft? 


Should this arrive at Twelve on the Exchange; 4 
{ ſhall be laugh'd at for my fooliſh Pity, [Time 
Which Money-men hate deadly. Fake your own 

But ſee you break not. Carry em to the Cellar, | 


Drink a Health, and thank your Orator, 


Penury. On our Knees, Sir. 
Fortune. Honeſt Mr. Luke. 

| Hoyjt. I bleſs the Counter, where 
You learn'd this Rhetorick. 

Luke, No more of that Friends. 

[ [Exeunt Luke, Hoyſt, Fortune, Penury, 

Sir Jobn. My honourable Lord. | 

Lord. 1 hag ſeen and heard all, 'J | 
Excuſe my Manners, and with heartily . 
You were all of a piece. Your Charity to your Debitor 
do commend, but where you ſhould expreſs 1 
Your Piety to the Height, I muſt boldly tell you 
You ſhew yourſelf an Atheiſt.” - 

Sir Fobn, Make me know 
My Error, and for what I am thus cenſun'd, 
And 1 will purge myſelf, or elſe confeſs 


A guilty Cauſe. 
Lord. It is your harſh Diiaxandnt 


To your poor Brother. 


Sir John. Is that all? 

Lord. Tis more 
Than can admit Defence. You keep him as 
A Paraſite to your Table, ſubject to 
The Scorn of your proud Wite: an Undeelingy 
To his own Nices. And can I with minc Honour 
Mix my Blood with his, that is not ſenſible 
Of his Brother's Miſeries ? 

Sir John. Pray you take me with you, 


And let me yield my Reaſons why I am 


No oe to him. I was born 


U 3 | Hig 
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His elder Brother, yet my Father's Fondneſs 
To him the younger robb'd me of my Birth- right: 
He had a fair Eſtate, which his looſe Riots 
Sqgon brought to nothing. Wants grew heavy on him 
And when lay'd up for Debt, of all forſaken, 
And in his own Hopes loſt, I did redeem him. 
Tord. You could not do leſs. 
Sir John. Was I bound to it my Lord? 
What! poſſeſs, I may with Juſtice call 
The Harveſt of my Induſtry. Would you have me, 
Neglecting mine own Family, to give up 
My Eſtate to his Diſpoſure ? : 
Lord. I would have you, 
What's paſs'd forgot, to uſe him as a Brother; 
A Brather of fair Parts, of a clear Soul, 
Religious, good, and honeſt, 
Sir Jobn. Outward Gloſs 
Often deceives, may it not prove ſo in him? « 
And yet my long Acquaintance with his Nature 
Renders me doubtful. But that ſhall not make 
A Breach between us: Let us in to Dinner, 
And what Truſt, or Employment you think fit 
Shall be-conferr'd upon him: If he prove 
True Gold in the Touch, I'll be no Mourner for it. 
Lord. If Counterfeit, I'll never truſt my Judgment. 
[| Exeunt, 
The End of the FIRST Ac r.. 


SSSORUTATTDSDSADDOASEGTSADSSRAKTS 06 
ACT II. SC EN KL 
Enter Luke, Holdfaſt, Gotdwire, Tradenell, 


Holdfaſt. H E like was never ſeen. 
Luke. Why in this Rage Man? 
Holafaf! Men may talk of Country-Chriſtmaſes, and 
Court-gluttony, CCarps Tongues, 
Their Thirty Pound for butter'd E885, their Pies of 


"The 


© as 


7 


f 


To furniſh out a Banquet, yet my Lady 
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T heir Pheaſants drench'd with Ambergreaſe, the Car- 
Of three fat Weathers bruiſed for Gravy to [ kaſes 
Make Sauce for a ſingle Peacock, yet their Feaſts 
Were Faſts compar'd with the City . 

Tradewell. What dear Dainty 
Was it thou murmur'ſt at? 

Holdfaſt. Did you not obſerve it? | F 
There were three ſucking Pigs ſerv'd up in 2 Dim, 
Took from the Sow as ſoon as farrow'd, _ 
A Fortnight fed with Dates, and Muſkadine, 


That ſtood my Maſter in twenty Marks a piece, 


Beſides the Puddings 1n their Bellies, made 
Of I know not what, I dear ſwear the Cook that dete 


Was the Devil, diſguis'd like a Dutch-man, lit 


Goldwire, Yet all this 


Will not make you fat, Fellow Holafaft. 


Holdfaſt. J am rather 
Sar to look on't. But here's the Miſchief, tha? 


The Diſhes were rais'd one upon another 


As Woodmongers do Billets, for the firſt, 
The ſecond, and third Courſe, and moſt of the Sten 
Of the beſt Confectioners in London ranſack'd 


CalPd me penurious Raſcal, and cry'd out, 
There was nothing worth the Eating. 
Coldævire. You muſt have Patience, 
This is not done often. 
Holdfaſt. *Tis not fit it; ſhould; 
Three ſuch Dinners more would break an Alderman, 


And make him give up his Cloak. I am reſolv'd 


To have no Hand in't. I'll make up my Accompts; 
And ſince, my Maſter longs to be undone, 


The great Fiend be his Steward, I will pray, 


And bleſs myſelf from him. [Ext Holdfaſt, 
Goldwire. The Wretch ſhews 1 in this 
An honeſt Care. 


Luke. Out on him! ah ths Form 
Of a Slave, he has the Mind of one. However 


She bears me hard, I like my Lady's Humor, 
= And 
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And my Brother's Suffrage to it. They are now 7 
Buſy on all Hands; one Side eager for + T 
Large Portions, the other arguing ſtrictly A 
For Join tures and Security; but this ls B 
Being above our Scale, no way concerns us. If 
How dull you look! in the mean Time how intend you 
To ſpend the Hours? 

Goldwire. We well know how we would, 
But Care not ſerve our Wills. 

Tradewell. Being *Prentices,  * 

Me are bound to Attendance, _ 

Luke. Have you almoſt ferv*d out 
The Term of your Indentures, yet make Conſciencg 
By ſtarts to uſe your Liberty? ? Haſt thou traded 
In the other World, expos'd unto all Dangers, 

To make thy Maſter rich, yet dar*ſt not take 
Some Portion of the Profit for thy Pleaſure ? 
Or wilt thou being Keeper of the Caſh, 

Like an Aſs that carries Daiaties, feed on Thiſtles 3? 
Are you Gentlemen born, yet have no gallant Tincture 
Of Gentry in you? You are no Mechanicks, 
Nor ſerve ſome needy Shop-keeper, who ſurveys 
His every-day-takings. You have in your keeping, 

A Maſs of Wealth, from which you may take-boldly, 
And no way be diſcover'd. He's no rich Man 
That knows all he poſſeſſes, and leaves nothing 
For his Servants to make Prey of. I Bluſh for you, 
Bluſh at your Poverty of lie DN 
| The brave Sparks of the City? 
Goldwire. Mr. Luke, 
1 wonder you ſhould urge this, having fely 
What Miſery follows Riot. 

Tradewell, And the Penance 

You indur'd for't in the Countes. 


eO 


Lew! 


5 rt AH. — 


3 Like an Aſs that carries Dainties, &c. 

Shake/pear has the ſame Simile in his Meaſure for- May 
Like an Aſs whoſe Back with Ingats bows, 

Then bear i thy beavy Riches, &c. | 


"” . ons K 
1 | | Luke. 
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Luke. You are Fools, | | 
The Caſe is not the fame, I ſpent mine own Money, 
And my Stock being ſmall, no marvel *twas ſoon waſted. 
But you without the leaſt Doubt or Sufpicion, 
If cautelous, may make bold with your Maſters. 
U As for Example; when his Ships come home, 
: And you take your Receipts, as tis the Faſhion, 
For fifty Bales of Silk you may write forty, — 
Or for ſo many Pieces of Cloth of Bodkin, | 
Tiſſue, Gold, Silver, Velvets, Sattiss, Taffaties, 
A Piece of each deducted from the groſs 
Will never be miſgd, a Daſh of a Pen will do it. 
Tradewell, Ay, but our Father's Bonds that he 1 in pawn 
For our Honeſties muſt pay for's. | | 
Luke. A meer Bugbear 
Invented to fright Children. As I hive 
Were I the Maſter of my Brother's Fortunes, 
I ſhould glory in ſuch Servants. Did'ſt thou know 
What raviſhing Lechery it is to enter 
0 An Ordinary, cap-a pe, trim'd like a Gallant, 
(For which in Trunks conceal'd be ever furnilh-d) 
The Reverence, Reſpect, the Crouches, Cringes 
The muſical Chime: af Gold in your cram'd Pockets, 
| Commands from the Attendants, and poor Porters? 
| Tradewell. Oh rare! | 
Luke. Then ſitting at the Table with 
The Braveries of the Kingdom, you ſhall hear 
Occurrents from all Corners of the Workd, _ 
The Plots, the Counſels, the Deſigns of Princes, 
And freely cenſure em; the City Wits 
Cry'd up, or decry'd, as their Paſſions lead em; 
Judgment having nought to do there. 
_ Tradewell. Admir able! 
Luke, My Lord no ſooner ſhall riſe out of his Chair, 
The gaming Lord I mean, but you may boldly 
By the Priviledge of a Gameſter fill his Room, 
For in Play you are all Fellows; have your Knife 
As.ſoon in the Pheaſant ; drink your Health as freely, 
And ſtriking in a lucky 1 Hand or two, 
Buy out your Time. 1 
5 „ Tradempell. 
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Tradrwell. This may be; 3 but ſuppoſe 
We ſhould be known. | 
Luke. Have Money and good Cloaths 
And you may paſs inviſible. Or if 
You love a Madam-punk, and your wide noftril 
Be taken with the Scent of Cambrick Smocks 
Wrought, and perfum'd— 
; Goldwire. There, there, Mr. Lake, 
There lies my Road of Happineſs. 
Luke. Enjoy it, | 
And Pleaſure's ſtol'n being ſweeteſt, apprehend 
The Raptures of being hurried in a Coach | 
To Brentford, Staines, or Barnet. 
Goldwire. *Tis OT. 
T have prov'd it. 
Luke. Haſt thou? 
Coldwire. Yes, in all theſe Places, 
T have had my ſeveral Pagans billeted 
For my own Tooth, and after ten pound Suppers 
The Curtains drawn, my Fidlers playing all Night 
The ſhaking of the Sheets, which I have danc'd 
Again, and again with my Cockatrice, —Mr. Luke, 
You ſhall be of my Counſel, and we Two {worn 
: Brothers, | 
And therefore I'll be open. I am out now 
Six Hundred in the Caſh, yet if on a —— 
I ſhould be call'd to account, I have a Trick 
How to evade it, and make up the Sum. 
Tradewell. Is't poſſible? 
Luke. You can intruſt your Tutor. 
How? how? good Tom. 
Goldwire. Why look you. We Caſh- keepers 
Hold Correſpondence, ſupply one another 
On all Occaſions, I can borrow for a Week 
Two Hundred Pounds of One, as much of a Second, 
A third lays down the reſt, and when they want, 
As my Maſter's Money come in, I do _— it: 
Ka me, ka thee. 
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Luke. An excellent Knot ! *tis pity 
It &er ſhould be unloos'd: for me it ſhall not, 


You are ſhew'n the Way, Friend T; radewell, you may 
make uſe on't, . 


Or freeze in the Warehouſe, and keep cape 


With the Cator Holdfaſt. 


Tradewe!l. No, I am converted. 
A Barbican Broker will furniſh me with Outſide, 
And then a Craſh at the Ordinary. 

Goldwire. I am for 
The Lady you ſaw this Morning, who indeed i is 


My proper Recreation. 


Luke. Go to, Tom. 

What did you make me? | 
Geldwire. I'll do as much for you, 

Employ me when you pleaſe. 
Luke, If you are enquired for, | TY 

I will excuſe you both. | T 
Tradewell, Kind Mr. Luke; 
Goliwirs, We'll break my Maſter to make) you; 


You know. [ ſerves 
Luke. I cannot love Money, go Boys. When Time 
It ſhall appear, I have another End in't. [ Exeunt,, 
8 C E N E II. 


Enter 38 Sir John, Lacy, Plenty, Lady, Ann, 
Mary, Milleſcent. 


Sir Jobn. Ten Thouſand Pounds a piece Til make 
their Portions, + 
And after my Deceaſe it ſhall be Double, 


Provided you affure them for their Jointures 


Eight Hundred Pounds per Annum, and intail 

A Thouſand more upon the Heirs male ao. 

Begotten on their Bodies, 
Lord. Sir, you bind us | : 

To very ſtrict Conditions. 43 

Plenty 
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Plenty. You, my Lord, 
May do as you pleale : but to me it ſeems "AY 
We ſhould conclude of Portions, and of Jointures, 
Before our Hearts are ſettled. 
- Lagy. You ſay right, [4 Chair ſet oui. 
| Thnes are Counſels of more Moment, and Importance 
On the making up of Marriages to be 
Conſider'd duly, than the Portion, or the Jointures, 
In which a Mother's Care muſt be exacted, 
And I by ſpecial unn may challenge 
A caſting Voice. 
Lord. How's this? 
Lady. Even ſo, my Lord, 
In theſe Affairs I govern, 
Lord. Give you Way to't? 
Sir John. I muſt, my Lord. 
Lady. Tis fit he ſhould, and ſhall : 
You may conſult of ſomething elſe, this Province | 
Is wholly mine. 
Lacy. By the City Cuſtom, Madam ? | 
Lach. Yes, my young Sir, and both muſt look my 
Will hold it by my Copy.,.- [Daughters 
Plenty. Brave faith — to do; 
Sir Jobn. Give her Leave to talk, we have the Power 
And now touching the Buſineſs we laſt tall d of, 
In private, if you pleaſe. - 
Lord. *Tis well remembred, 
You ſhall take your own Way, Madam. 
[[ Exeunt Lord and Sir John; 
Lacy. What ſtrange Lecture | | 
Will ſhe read unto us? 218. 
Lady. Such as Wiſdom warrants 
From the Superiour Bodies. Is nenn nady 
With his ſeveral Schemes? 
Milliſ. Yes, Madam, and attends 
Your Pleafure. [Exit Milliſcent, 
Lacy. Stargaze, Lady! What is he? [admire him. 
Lady. Call him in. Tos ſhall firſt know him, then 


For a Man of many n and thoſe Parts rare ie 
&'s 
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He's every Thing indeed; parcel Phyſician | 
And as ſuch preſcribes my Diet, and foretells 
My Dreams when I eat Potatoes ; parcel Poet, 

And ſings Encomiums to my Virtues ſweetly; 
My Antecedent, or my Gentleman Uſher; 
And as the Stars move, with that due Proportion 
He walks before me; but an abſolute Maſter 
In the Calculation of Nativities; 
Guided by that ne'er erring Science call d, 
Judicial Aſtrology. 

Plenty. Stargaze | ſure 
I have a Penny Almanack about me 
Inſcrib'd to you, as to his Patroneſs, 
In his Name publiſh'd. 

Lady. Keep it as a Jewel. 
Some Stateſmen that J will not name, are wholly 
Govern'd by his Predictions, for they ſerve. 


For any Latitude in Chriſtendom, 


As well as our own Climate. 


Enter Milliſcent, and Stargaze, with two Schemes; 


| Lacy. I believe ſo. 
Plenty. Mult we couple by the Almanack ? 
Lach. Be ſilent. 
And e'er we do articulate, much more 
Grow to a full Concluſion, inſtruct us 
Whether this Day and Hour, by the Planets, promite 
Happy Succeſs in Marriage. 
Stargage. In omni 


Parte, & toto. 


Plenty. Good learn'd 3 in Engliſh. 
And ſince it is reſoly*d we mult be Coxcombs,. 


Make us ſo in our own Language. 


Stargaze. You are pleaſant: 
Thus in our vulgar Tongue then. 

Lady. Pray you obſerve him. | 

Sargaze. Venus, in the Weſt-angle, the Houſe of 


Marriage the 7th Houſe, in Trine of Mars, in Conjunc- 
tion 
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tion of Luna ; and Mars Almuthen, or Lord of the 
Horoſcope. . 

Plenty. Hey- day. 

Lady. The Angels Language, I am raviſh'd! forward, 

Stargaze. Mars, as I ſaid Lord of the Horoſcope, or 
Geniture, in mutual Reception of each other; ſhe in her 
Exaltation, and he in his Triplicite Trine, and Face, aſ- 
ſure a fortunate Combination to Hymen, excellent, proſ- 
perous, and happy. 

Lady. Kneel, and give Thanks. [The Women due. 

Lacy. For what we underſtand not? 

Plenty. And have as little Faith in te 

Lady. Be credulous, | 
To me *tis Oracle: 

Stargaxe. Now for the Sovereignty of my future La. 
dies, your Daughters, after they are married. 

Plenty. Wearing the Breeches you mean. 

Laay. Touch that Point home, 

It is a principal one, and with London Ladies 
Of main Conſideration. _ 

Stargaze. This is infallible : Saturn out of all Dig- 
nities in his Detriment and Fall, combuſt: and 2 
in the South- angle elevated above him, Lady of both 
their N ativities, in her eſſential and accidental Dig- 


nities; occidental from the Sun, oriental from the 
Angle of the Eaſt, in Cazini of the Sun, in her Joy, 


and free from the malevolent Beams of Infortunes; in 


a Sign commanding, and Mars in a conſtellation obey- 


ing; ſhe fortunate, and he dejected; the Diſpoſers of 
Marriage in the Radix of the native in Feminine Fi- 


gures, argue, foretel, and declare Preheminence, Rule, 
Preheminence and abſolute Sovereignty in Women. 


Lacy. Is't poſſible! 
Stargaze. *Tis drawn, I aſſure you, frown the Apho- 
riſms of the old Chaldeans ; Zoroaſtes the firſt and great: 
eſt Magician, Mercurius Triſmegiſtus, the latter Prolo- 
my, and the everlaſting Prognoſticator, old Erra Pater. 
Lady. Are you E. ſatisfy' d! ? 


1 
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Lady. That you 
Are bound to obey your Wives; it being ſo 
Determin 'd by the Stars, againſt whoſe Influence 
1 There is no Oppolition, 
. Plenty. Since I muſt 
Be married by the Almanack, as I may be, 
2 Twere requiſite the Services and Duties 
N Which, as you ſay, I muſt pay to my Wife, 
: Were ſer down in the Calender. | 
7 Lacy. Wuxh Dee a} 
Of my Apprenticeſhip. | 4 
Lady. Make your Demands; 
I'll fit as Moderatrix, if they preſs you 
With over hard Conditions. 
Lacy. Mine hath the Van, 
I ſtand your Charge, ſweet. 
Stargaze. Silence. 
Ann. I require firſt 
(And that ſince *tis in Faſhion wh kiod Huſbands, 
In civil Manners you muſt grant) my Wil! 
6. In all things whatſoever, and that Wil 
if To be obey'd, not argu'd. 
Lady. And good Reaſon. 
Plenty. A gentle Imprimis. 
Lacy. This in groſs contains all; 
But your ſpecial Items, Lady. 
Ann. When Iam one 
(And you are honour'd to be ſtyl'd my Huſband) 
To urge my having my Page, my Gentleman-uſher ; 
My Woman ſworn to my Secrets; my Coach 
Deen by ſix Flanders Mares; my Coachman, Grooms, 
Poſtilion and Footmen. | 
Lacy. Is there ought elſe 
To be demanded? 
Ann. Yes Sir, mine own Boden | 
French and Italian Cooks, Muſicians, Songſters, 
And a Chaplain that mult preach to pleaſe my F 74 
A Friend at Court to place me at a Maſk ; 
The private Box took up at a new Play 


For 


304 T H E 1 "MADAM 


For me, and my Retinue; a freſh Habit, 
(Of a Faſhion never ſeen before) to draw 
The Gallants Eyes that fit on the Stage upon me; 
Some decayed Lady for my Paraſite, 
To flatter me, and rail at other Midams ; . 
And there ends my Ambition. | 
| Lacy. Your Deſires 
Are modeſt, I confeſs. 
Ann. Theſe Toys ſubſcrib'd to, 
And you continuing an obedient Huſband 
Upon all fit Occaſions, you ſhall find me 
A moſt indulgent Wife. | 
Lady. You have faid, give place 
And hear your younger Siſter. 


Plenty. If ſhe ſpeak 
Her Language, may the great Fiend booted nd ſ pur'd, 


With a Scithe at his Girdle, as the Scoichman A 


Ride headlong N her Throat. 
| Lacy: Curſe not the Judge 
Before you hear the Sentence. 
Mary. In ſome Part 
My Siſter hath ſpoke well for the City Pleaſures; | 
But I am for the Country's, and muſt ſay £4 
Under Correction; in her Demands | 
She was too modeſt, 
Lacy. How like you this Exordiim? 
Plenty. Too modeſt, with a Miſchief! 
Mary. Yes,. too modeſt: | 
I know my Value, and prize it to the wotth j 3 
wy Youth, my Beauty. 
Plenty, How your Glaſs Heodkvits you! : £ 
Mary. The Greatneſs of the Portion I bring with me, 
And the Sea of Happineſs that from me flows to "” 
Lacy. She bears up cloſe. By : 
Mary. And can you in your Wiſdom, A; My 
Or ruſtical Simplicity imagine, | e 
You have met ſome innocent Country Girl, that never 


Look'd farther than her Father's Farm, nor knew more 
Than the Price of Corn in the Market; or at what Rate 
Beef went a Stone? that would ſurvey your Dairy, A F 
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And bring i in Mutton out of Cheeſe and Butter ? 
That could give Directions at what Time of the Moon 
To cut her Cocks, for Capons againſt un 
Or when to raiſe up Goſlings ? fat 

Plenty. Theſe are Arts | 
Would not miſbecome you, tho' you ſhould put in 
Obedience and Duty. 18 

Mary. Yes, and Patience | 
To fic like a Fool at Home, and 500 your Thraſhers; ; 
Then make Proviſion for your ſlayering Hounds, 
When you come drunk from an Alehouſe after Hunting 
With your Clowns and Comrades as if all were your's, 
You the Lord Paramount, and I the Drudge; 


The Caſe, Sir, muſt be otherwiſe. 


Plenty. How, I beſeech you? 
Mary. Marry, thus. I will not like my Siſter challenge 
What's Tus or ſaperfluous trom my Huſband, 
That's baſe all. of er. Mine ſhall receive from me, 
What I think fit. I'll have the State convey*d - 
Into my Hands ; and he put to his Penſion, 
Which the wiſe Virago's of our Climate Nate 
Iwill receive your Rents. 
Plenty. You ſhall be Wes firſt. 3 | 
Mary. Make Sale, or Purchaſe. Nays Pl have my 
Neighbours | 
Inſtructed, when a Paſſenger mall aſk, 
Whoſe Houſe is this? though you ſtand by, to anſwer, 
The Lady Plenty's. Or who owns this Manor? 
The Lady Plenty. Whoſe. hong, are theſe ? Whoſe | 
Oxen? 100; 


The Lady Plenty's. 


Plenty, "A plentiful Pox upon you. 
Mary. And when I have Children, if it be enquir'd 


By a Stranger whoſe they are? - they ſhall ſtill eccho 

My Lady Plenty's the Huſband never thought on. 
Plenty. In their Begetting, I think ſo. 1 
Mary. Since you'll marry | 

in the City for our Wealth, in Tuſtice, we 


Muſt have the Country's Sovereignty, FE YEN 
TFT, X Vueuin 
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Plenty, And we nothing. 

Mary. A Nag of forty Shillings, a Couple of Spaniel 
With a 2 Syar-Maik: i is ſufficient, and theſe too, 

As you ſhall behave yourſelf, during my Pleaſure, 

1 will not greatly ſtand on. I have ſaid, Sir; 

Now if you like me, ſo. | 
Lady. At my Intreaty, 

The 2 ſhall be eaſier. 

Plenty. Shall they Pfaith ? 
Like Bitch, like Whelps: 
Lacy. Uſe fair Words. Fe 
Plenty. I cannot; [ one: 
I have readof a Houſe of Pride, and now I have found 
A Whirlwind overturn it. 
Lacy. On theſe Terms, 
Will your Minxſhip be a Lady ? 
Plenty. A Lady in a Morris; 
Tl wed a Pedlar's Punck firſt. 
Lacy. A Tinker's Trull, 
A Beggar without a Smock. 
Plenty. Let Monſieur Almanack, 
Since he is fo cunning with his Jacob's Staff, 
Find you out a Huſband in a Bowling- ally. 
Lacy. The general Pimp to a Brothel. 
Plenty. Tho' that now, 
All the looſe Deſires of Man were rak'd up in me, 
And no Means but thy Maidenhead left to quench 'em, 

I would turn Cinders, or the next Sow-gelder, 

(On my Life) ſhould lib me, rather than embrace thee 
Ann. Wooing do you call this? | 
Mary. A Bear-baiting rather. 

Plenty. Were you worried, youdeſlerve 1 i, and I hope 

I ſhall live to ſee it. | 
Lacy. T'll not rail, nor curſe you, [tions 

Only this; you are pretty Peates, and your great Por 

Adds much unto your Handſomneſs ; but as 


| You would command your Huſbands you are Beggars, 
Deform'd, and ugly. 


 Lagy. Hear me, 


Plenty 


Fc, TE — — 


ls 
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Plenty. Not a Word more. [Exeunt Lacy and Plenty. 
Ann. | ever thought *rwould come to this. 

Mary. We may 
Lead Apes in Hell for Huſbands, if you bind us 
T'articulate thus with our Suitors. [ Both ſpeak _— 
Stargaxe. Now the Cloud breaks, 
And the Storm will fall on me. 
_ You Raſcal, Jugler, [She beads bis Head, 
rgaze, Dear Madam. 2 and beats him. 
Laß. Hold you Intelligence with the years, 
And thus deceive me? - 
Stargaze. My Art cannot err, 
If it does I'll burn my Aſtrolabe. In mine own Star 
did foreſee this brok ead, and Beating; 
And now your Ladyfhip ſees, as I do feel i it, 
It could not be avoided, 
Lady. Did you? © 
Stargaze. Madam, 


Have patience but a Week, and 15 you find not 


All my Predictions true touching your Daughters, 
And a Change of Fortune to yourſelf, a rare one, 
Turn me out of Doors. Theſe are not the Men, the 
Planets 
Appointed for their Huſbands, there will come 
Gallants of another Metal. 
Mill:{cent. Once more truſt him. 
Ann. Mary. Do, Lady, Mother, 
Lady. I am vex*d, look to it; . 
Turn o'er your Books, if once again you Fool me, 


You ſhall graze elſewhere : Come Girls. [. Ereunt. 


Stargaze. I am * I ſcap'd thus. 


SCENE III. 
2 2 Lord, and Sir Jobn. 


1 The Plot ſhews very likely. 


Sir Fobn. 1 repoſe 


My * Truſt in your Lordſhip ; til prepare 
1 The 
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The Phyſick I intend to miniſter 
To my Wite, and Daughters. 
Lord. I will do my Part 
"To ſet it off to the Life. 


Enter Lacy and Plenty. 
Sir Jobn. It may produce 


A Scene of no vulgar Mirth. — Here come the Suitors; 


When we underſtand how they reliſh my Wife's Hu- 
mours, | 
The reſt is feaſible. 
Lord. Their Looks are cloudy. 
Sir Jobn. How ſits the Wind? Are you Lg! to 
launch forth 
Into this Sea of Marriage ? 
Plenty. Call it rather 
A Whirlpool of Afflictions. 
If you pleaſe 
To inn 5 to 5 I will undertake 
To find the North Paſſage to the Indies ſooner, 
Than plough with your proud Heifer. 
Plenty. 1 will make 
A Voyage to Hell firſt, 
Sir John. How, Sir? 
Plenty. And court Proſerpine 
In the Sight of Pluto, his three headed Porter 
Cerberus ſtanding by, and all the Furies, 
With their Whips to ſcourge me for't, they lay, | 
Jah? 
Take you Mary for my Wife. 
Lord. Why what's the Matter ? 
Lacy. The Matter is, the Mother, (with your Pardon, 
I cannot but ſpeak ſo much, ) is a molt inſufferable, 
Proud, inſolent Lady. 
Plenty. And the Daughters worſe, EO 
The Dam in Years had th* Advantage to be wicked, 
But 18 were ſo in ber Belly. 
Lay 


— 8 — 


2 2 


ON, 


PIl kee him Company, 


My Heart will break. 
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Lacy. I muſt tell you, 
With Reverence to your Wealth, I do begin 
To think you of the ſame Leaven. 

Plenty. Take my Counſel; 
'Tis ſafer for your Credit to profeſs 
Yourſelf a Cuckold, and upon Record, 
Then ſay they are your Daughters. 

Sir Jobn. You go too far, Sir. 

Lacy. They have ſo articPd with us. 

Plenty. And will not take us 
For their Huſbands, but their Slaves; and ſo ant 
They do profeſs they'll uſe us. 

Sir John. Leave this Heat: 
Tho” they are mine I muſt tell you, the Perverſeneſs 
Of their Manners (which they did not take from me, 
But from their Mother) qualified, they deſerve _ 


Tour Equals. 


Lacy. True, but what's bred in the Yong 0 
Admits no Hope of Cure. | 
Plenty. Tho? Saints, and Angels 
Were their Phyſicians. f 
Sir Jobn. You conclude too faſt. 


| Plenty. Good by t'you; Pll travel three Tears; 


but I'll bury 


This Shame that lives upon me. 


Lacy. With your Licence, 


Lord. Who ſhall furniſh you, 


For your Expences ? N 


Plenty. He ſhall not need your Help, 
My Purſe is his, we were Rivals, but now Frie ids, 
And will live and die fo. 

Lacy. E're we go [ll pay 
My Duty as a Son. 

Plenty. And till then leave you. [Exif Lacy al P. entys 


Lord. They are ſtrangely mov'd. 


Sir Jobn. What's Wealth, accompanied 
With Diſobedience in a Wife and Children 2 


2 Fl 
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Lord. Be comforted, and hope better: 
We'll ride abroad, the freſh Air and Diſcourſe, 
May yield us new Inventions. 
Sr John. You are noble, | 
And ſhall in all things, as yow pleaſe command me, 
| [Exeron, 


The End of the gx cou Acer. 


5 erer sert. eee wee | 


ACT m. SCENE IL 


Enter Shave em and Secret. 


Secret, Ead doings, Daughter, 
Shave em. Doings ! Sufferings Mother : 
Men have forgot what doing is; 
And ſuch as have to pay for what they do, 
Are Impotent, or Eunuchs. 
Secret. You have a Friend yet, 222 come down. 
And a ſtriker too, Itake it, | 
Sbave em. Goldwire is ſo, 
And comes to me by Stealth, and as he. can ſteal, 
. maintains me 
In Cloaths, I grant; but alas! Dame, what? sone K 
1 would have a Hundred for every Hour, and uſe 
And change of Humour Iam in, a freſh one. 
Tis a Flock of Sheep that makes a lean Wolf fat, 
And not a ſingle Lambkin. I am ſtarv'd, 
Stary'd in my Pleaſures. I know not what a Coach is, 
To hurry me to the Burſe, or Old Exchange, 
The Neathouſe for Mufk-mellens, - and the Gardens 
Where we traffick for Aſparagus, are, to me 
In the other World. 
Secret. There are Ss Places Lad 7 
Where you might find Cuſtomers, 
1 | Save en. 


4 


1 I Aa @$4 4 


— 
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Sbave em. Lou would have me foot it 


there 
In Expectation of Nuts and Pippins; 
Gape round about me, and yet not find a Chapman 


. o the dancing of the Ropes, ſit a whole Altern 


That in Courteſy will bid a Chop of Mutton, : 


Or a Pint of Strum-wine for me. 
Secret. You are ſo impatient. 
But I can tell you News will comfort you, 
And the whole Siſterhood. 
Shave em. What's that? 
Secret. Iam told | 
Two Ambaſſadors are come over. A French Monſieur, 


And a Venetian, one of the Clariſſimi, 


A hot rein'd Marmo/ite. Their Followers, 
For their Country's Honour, after a long Vacation, 
W1ll make a full Term with us. 
Shave em. They indeed are 
Our certain and beſt Cuſtomers : Who becky there? 
[knocking within, 
Ramble. (Within.) Open the Does. 13 
Secret, What are you? 
Ramble (Within. ) 
Scuffle. (Within.) 
Ramble. (Within.) Your conſtant Viſitants 
Shaye” em. Let em not in. 
I know 'em ſwaggering, ſuburbian Roarers, 
Six-penny Truckers. 
Ramble. (Within) Down go all your Windows, 
And your Neighbours too ſhall ſuffer. 
Scuffle. (Within) Force the Doors. 
Secret. They are out-laws, Miſtreſs Shave em, and | 
there is 
No Remedy againſt em. What ſhould you fear? 
They are but Men, vie at your cloſe Ward, 
You have foil'd their betters. 
Shaveem, Out you Baud! You care not 
Upon what deſperate Service you employ me, 


Nor with whom, ſo you have your Fee. | 
X 4 Secret. 
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Secret. Sweet Lady- bird 
Sing a milder * 


45 


Enler Runible and rang 


Scuffle. Are you grown proud! ? 
Ramble, I knew you a Waſtcotier in the Garden 
Allies, 
And would come to a Sailor's Whiſtle. 
Secret, Good Sir Ramble, 
Uſe her not roughly. She is very tender. 
Ramble. Rank: and rotten, is ſhe not? 


* [She draws her Knife. 


Shave em. Your ſpittle Rogueſhips [Ramble bis Sword, 
Shall not make me ſo. 
Secret. As you are a Man, Squire Scuffte, 
Step in between *em. A Weapon of that Length 
Was ne*er drawn in my Houſe. 
Shave em. Let him come on, 
PI ſcower it in your Guts, you Dog. 
Ramble. You Brach +, | 
Are you turn'd Mankind! ? You forgot I gave you, 
When we laſt join'd Iſſue, Twenty Pound, 
Shave em. 0 er Night, 
And kick d it out of me in the Morning. I was then 


+ You Brach 
| Are you turn 'd Mankind? | 
Mr. Upton in his Remarks on the” three Plays ef Ben isch P- 92. 
obſerves that the Word Markind or Manniſh, which we meet with in 
old Authors, has not been yet ſufficiently explained Man beſides its 
well known Signification, in the Language of our Forefathers, ſigni- 
fied Wickedne/s. Somner, Man, Homo, a Man. Item facinus, ſcelu, 


nefas, &c. Manful, nefandus, ſceleſtus quaſi ſcelerum plenum. Having 


thus ſeen its original Signification, let us now turn to our old Poets 
and thus Chaucer uſes it in tbe Man of Laws Tale 
Hie, Mannifh fie. 
Fairfax. 
See, ſee this mankind Strumpet, ſie / he cried) | 
This Jhameleſs WV bore, 
Shakeſpear in Coriolanus, Act. IV. 
Are you Mankind f“ 


A No- 


. 


* 
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A Novice, but I know to make my Game now. 


Fetch the Sou 


Euter Goldwite like a Juſtice of Peace, Ding em like a 


Conſtable, the Muſt ſciaus like Watchmen. 


Secret. Ah me! Here's one unſent for, 
And a Juſtice of Peace too. 

Shaveem. I'll hang you both, you Raſcals, 
can but ride. You for the Purſe you cut 


In PowPs at a Sermon. I have ſmoak'd you. 
And you for the Bacon you took on the Highway, 


From the poor Market Woman, as ſhe road from 
Rumford. 
Ramble. Miſtreſs Shave em. 
Scuffle, Miſtreſs Secret. 
On our Knees we beg your Pardon. 
Ramble. Set a Ranſom on us. 
Secret. We cannot ſtand trifling. If you mean 
to ſave them, | 
Shut them out at the Back-door. - 
Shave em. Firſt for Puniſhment 
They ſhall leave their Cloaks behind *em, Be in Sign 
I am their Sovereign, and they my Vaſſals, 
For Homage kiſs my. Shoe-ſole Rogues, and vaniſh. 
[ Exeunt Ramble and Scuffle. 
_ Goldwire. My brave Virago! The An clear. 
Strike up. 
Shave em. My Goldwire made a Juſtice. 
| [Goldwire, and the reſt diſcovered. 
Secret. And your Scout 
Turn'd Conſtable, and the Muſicians Watchmen. 
Goldwire, We come not to fright you, bur to make 
you merry. 
A light Lavolto. | 2 hey dance. 
Shave em. I am tir'd. No more. 
This was your Device. 


Ding em. Wholly his own. He is 
No Pig ſconce Miſtreſs. 


Secret. 
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Secret. He has an excellent Head- piece. 
 Goldwire, Fie no, not I: your jeering Gallants lay 
We Citizens have no Wit. 
Ding em. He dies that ſays ſo. 
This was a Maſter-piece. 
Goldwire. A trifling Stratagem, 
Not worth the talking of. 
Sbave em. I muſt kiſs thee for i it, 
Again, and again. 
Ding'em. Make much of her. Did you how 
What Suitors ſhe had ſince, ſhe ſaw vou 
Goldwire. Fthe Way of Marriage. 
Ding'em. Yes, Sir, for Marriage, and the other 
thing too. 
The Commodity is the ſame. An Irifo Long offer'd her 
Five Pound a Weck. 
Secret. And a caſhier'd Captain, half 
Of his Entertainment. 
Ding em. And a new made Courtier 
The next Suit he could beg. 
Goldwire. And did my ſweet one 
Refuſe all this for me? 
bSbavde em. Weep not for Joy, 
Tis true. Let others talk of Lords, and Commanders, 
And Country Heirs for their Servants ; but give me 
gallant *Prentice. He parts with his Money 
So civilly, and demurely : keeps no Account 
Of his Expences, and comes ever furniſh'd, 
I know thou haſt brought Money to make up 
My Gown and Petticoat, with th' Appurtenances. 
oldwire, I have it here Duck, thou ſhalt want for 


Nothing. | [you Sirrah 
Sbave em. Let the Chamber be perfum'd, and 85 
His Cap and Pantables ready. 


Goldwire. There's for thee, 
And thee. That for a Banquet. 

Secret. And a Caudle 
Again you riſe. . 5 | 

Goldwire. There. 8 
Shave en. 
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Shaveem. Uſher us up in State. 
Goldwire. You will be conſtant. | 
Shave em. Thou art the whole World to me. 


[Exeunt wantonly, Muſick play'd before them, 
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SCENE 10. 


Enter "7 ip ; 


Am. (Within) Where is this Uncle? 
Lady. (Within) Call this Beadſman-Brother : 


r He hath forgot Attendance. 
Mary. ( Nubis ) Seek him out; Idleneſs ſpoils him. 
r Luke, I deſerve much more 


Than their Scorn can load me with, and *tis but Juſtice, 
That I ſhould live the Family's Drudge, delign'd 
To all the ſordid Offices their Pride 
Impoſes on me; ſince if now I fat 1+ IS 
A Judge in mine own Cauſe, I ſhould conclude 
I am not worth their Pity: Such as want 
Diſcourſe, and Judgment, and through Weakneſs fall, 
May merit Man's Compaſſion; but I, 
s, That knew Profuſeneſs of Expence the Parent 
Of wretched Poverty, her fatal Daughter, 
To riot out mine own, to live upon 
The Alms of others! ſteering on a Rock 
I might have ſhun'd: O Heaven tis not fit 
I ſhould look 8 much leſs hope for TO 


or 


nh WW Enter to Ann, Mary, Surge and Milliſcent 


Jet Lady. What are you deviſing, Sir? 


Ann. My Uncle is much given to his Devotion. 
Mary. And takes Time to mumble 
A Paternoſter to himſelf. 
Lady. Know you where 
Tour Brother is? It better would become you 
(Your 


em, 
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(Tour means of Life depending wholly on him) 
To give your. Attendance. 

Zuke. In my Will I do: 
But ſince he rode forth Yeſterday with Lord Lacy, 
I have not ſeen him. | 

Lady. And why went not you | 
Buy his Stirrup? how do you look? were his Eyes clos'd, 
You'd be glad of ſuch Employment. 

Luke. * Twas his Pleaſure 
I ſhould wait your Commands, and thoſe I am ever ] 
Mot ready to receive. 

Lady. I know you can ſpeak wal, 
But lay and do. TH 


Enter Lord Lac 7 with a Will. 


Luke. Here comes my Lord. 


Lady. Further off: 3 
You, are no Companion for him, and his Buſineſs 


Q 
Aims not at you, as I take it. | ; 
V 


ot — 


Luke, Can I live in this baſe Condition! 1 A ae, 
Lady. 1 hop'd, my Lord, 
You had brought Mr. Frugal with you; for! mult aſk 7 
An Account of him from you. 
Lord. I can give it, Lady; 
But with the beſt Diſcretion of a Woman, 
And a ſtrong fortified Patience, I deſire you 
To give it hearing. 
Luke. My Heart beats. 

Lady. My Lord, you much amaze me. 

Lord. I ſhall aſtoniſh you. The noble Merchant, 
Who, living was for his Integrity | 
And upright Dealing (a rare Miracle 
In a rich Citizen) London's beſt honour ; 3 
Is I am loth to ſpeak it. 

Luke. Wondrous ſtrange! 

Lady. I do ſuppoſe the ; worſt ; not dead I hope? 


Lars. 


* 


THE g rr MADAM. 317 


Lord. Your Suppoſition s true, your Tanga are falſe. 
He's Dead. 
; Lady. Ay mei! 
Aun. My Father! | 
Mary. My kind Father! 
g. | Luke. Now they inſult not. 
x Lord. Pray hear me out. 
He's dead. Dead to the World, and you; and now 
Lives only to himſelf. 
Luke. What Riddle's this? 
Lady. Act not the Torturer in my en, ; 
But make me underſtand the Sum of all 
That I muſt undergo. | 
Lord. In few Words take it: : Th 
He is retir*d into a Monaſtery, 
Where he reſolves to end his Days. 
Luke. More ſtrange! 
Lord. I ſaw him take Poſt for Dover, and the Wind 
Sitting ſo fair, by this he's ſafe at Calais, ET 
1 And ere long will be at Lovain. 
N Lady. Could I gueſs 
& What were the Motives that induc'd him to it, 
| 'Twere ſome Allay to my Sorrows, 
Lord. I'll inſtruct you, 
And chide you into that Knowledge: *twas your Pride 
Above your Rank, and ſtubborn Diſobedience 
Of theſe your Daughters, in their Milk ſuck'd from 
ou. 
At Home the Harſhneſs of his Entertainment, 
You wilfully forgetting that your all 
Was borrowed from him; and to hear Abroad 
The Imputarions diſpers'd i upon you, 
And juſtly too, I fear, that drew him to 
This ſtrict Retirement: And thus much ſaid for bim, 
I am myſelf to accuſe you. . 
Lady. I confeſs 
* A guilty Cauſe to him, but in a Thought, 


My Lord, I n&er wrong' d you. | 
Tord. 
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Lord. In Fact you have; N 
The inſolent Diſgrace you put upon 
My only Son, and Mr. Plenty; Men, that lov'd 
Your Daughters in a noble Way, to waſh off 
The Scandal, put a Reſolution in 'em 
For three Years Travel. 1234 

Lady. I am much griev'd for it. 

Lord. One thing I had forgot; your Rigour to 
His decayed Brother, in which your Flatteries, 
Or Sorceries, made him Coagent with you, 
Wrought not the leaſt Impreſſion. 

Luke. Humph ! this ſounds well. 


Lady. *Tis now paſt help: After theſe Storms, my 


| Lord, 

A little Calm, if you pleaſe. 

Lord. If what I have told you 

Shew'd like a Storm, what now I mult deliver 
Will prove a raging Tempeſt. His whole Eſtate 
In Lands and Leaſes, Debts and preſent Monies, 
With all the moveables he ſtood poſſeſs'd of, 
With the beſt Advice which he could get for Gold 
From his learned Counſel, by this formal Will 
Is paſs'd o'er to his Brother. With it take 


The Key of his Counting Houſe. Not a Groat left you, 


Which you can call your own. 
Tach. Undone for ever. | 
Ann. Mary. What will become of us ? 
Luke. Humph! 
Lord. The Scene's chang d. 
And he that was your Slave, by Fate appointed 
Your Governor, you kneel to me in vain. 
I cannot help you; I diſcharge the Truſt 
Impoſed upon me. This Humility . 
From him may gain Remiſſion, and perhaps 
Forgetfulneſs of your barbarous Uſage to him. 
Aml come to this? 
Lord. Enjoy your own, good Sir, 
But uſe it with due Reverence, I onee heard you 


Speak moſt divinely in the Oppoſition of 
3 3 


ß cf oe. by 
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of a revengeful Humor, to theſe ſhew it; 
And ſuch who then depended on the Mercy 


Of your Brother wholly now at your Devotion, 


And make good the Opinion I held of you ; 3 


Of which * am moſt confident. 


Luke. Pray you riſe, 
And riſe with this Aſſurance, I am gil. 
As I was of late, your Creature; and if rais'd 
In any thing, tis in my Power to ſerve you, 
My Willis ſtill the ſame. O my Lord! 
This Heap of Wealth which you poſſeſs me of, 


Which to a worldly Man had been a Bleſſing, 


And to the Meſſenger might with Juſtice challenge 


A kind of Adoration is to me 
A Curſe, I cannot thank you for; and much leſs 


Rejoice in that Tranquillity of Mind, 

My Brother's Vows muſt purchaſe, I have made 
A dear Exchange with him. He now enjoys 

My Peace, and Poverty, the Trouble of 

His Wealth confer*d on me, and that a Burthen 
Too heavy for my weak Shoulders. : 


Lord. Honeſt Soul, 


With what feeling he receives it! = 


Lady. You ſhall have 


My beſt Aſſiſtance, if you pleaſe to als it 


To help you to ſupport it. 
Luke. By no Means, 

The Weight ſhall rather fink me, than you part 

With one ſhort Minute from thoſe lawful Pleaſures 

Which you were born to in your Care to aid me, 

You ſhall have all Abundance. In my Nature 

| was ever liberal; my Lord you know it. 

Kind, affable. And now methinks I ſee 

Before my Face the Jubilee of Joy, 

When it is aſſur'd, my Brother lives in me, 

His Debtors in full Cups crown'd to my Health, 

With Pæans to my Praiſe will celebrate. 

For they well know *tis far from me to take 

The Forfeiture of a Bond. Nay, I ſhall bluſh, A 
= 778 The 
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The Intereſt never paid after three Years, | 
When I demand my principal. And his Servants 
Who from a laviſh Fear pay'd her Obedience 
By him exacted; now when they are mine 
Will grow 18 Friends, and as ſuch uſe me, 

Being certain of the Mildneſs of my Temper, | 
Which my Change of Fortune, frequent in moſt Men, 
Hath not the Power to alter. 

Lord. Yet take Heed, Sir, 
You ruin it not with too much Lenity, 
What his fit Severity rais'd. 

Lady. And we fall from 
That Height we have maintain'd. 

Luxe. of build it higher, 
To Admiration higher. With Diſdain 
I look upon theſe Habits, no Way ſuiting 
The Wife and Danghters of a nne Citizen 
Bleſs'd with Abundance. 

Lord. There, Sir, I join with you; 
A A fit Decorum muſt be kept; the Court 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the City. 

Lake. With your Favour | 
I know what you would ſay, but give me Leave 
In this to be your Advocate. You are wide, 
Wide the whole Region in what I purpoſe. 
Since all the Titles, Honours, long Deſcents 
Borrow their Gloſs from Wealth, the Rich with Reaſon 
May challenge their Prerogatives: And it ſhall be 
My Glory, nay a Triumph to revive 
In the Pomp that theſe ſhall ſhine, the Memorv 
Of the Roman Matrons, who kept captive Queens 
To be their Hand-maids. And when you appear 
Like Juno in full Majeſty, and my Nieces 
Like Iris, Hebe, or what Deities elſe 
Old Poets fancy; your cram'd Ward-robes richer 
Than various Nature's, and draw down the Envy 
Of our Weſtern World upon you, only hold me 
Your vigilant Hermes with ærial Wings, 
My Caduceus, my rang Zeal to ſerve you, 


( 
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Preſs'd 


MN 


THE CIT VM ADAM. 321 


Preſs'd to fetch in all Rarities may delight you, 
And I am made immortal. 


Lord. A ſtrange Frenzy. 
Luke, Off with theſe Rags, and then to Bed, 
There dream 
Of future Greatneſs ; which when you awake 
TIl make a certain Truth : but I muſt be 
A Doer, not a Promiſer. The Performance 
Requiring Haſte, I kiſs your Hands and leave you. 
[ Exit Luke. 
Lord. Are we all turn'd Statues! ? Has his ſtrange 
Words 
Charm'd us? What muſe you on Lady? 
Lady. Do not trouble me. 
Lord. Sleep you £00, young ones? 
Ann. Swift wing'd Time till now 
Was never tedious to me. Would *twere Night, 
Mary. Nay, Morning rather. 
Lord. Can you ground your Faith 
On ſuch Impoſſibilities ? have you ſo ſoon 
Forgot your Huſband? 
Lady. He was a Vanity 
I muſt no more remember. 
Lord. Excellent: 
You your kind Father? 
Ann. Such an Uncle never 


Was read of in Story! | 


Lord. Not one Word in Anker 


Of my Demands? 


Mary. You are but a Lord, and kno 


My Thoughts foar higher. 


-» Lord. Admirable! I will leave you 
To your Caſtles in the Air—when | relate this : 
It will exceed Belief; but he muſt know it. ¶ Exit Lord. 
Stargaze. Now I may boldly ſpeak; may it 2 8 
you, Madam, | 


To look upon your Vaſſal: 1 foreſav this, 
a Stars afſur'd it, e 
Lady 


Vor. IV. 81 
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Lady. ] begin to feel 


Myſelf another Woman. 


Stargaze. Now you ſhall find 


All my Predictions true, and nobler Matches, 
Prepared for my young Ladies. | 


Milliſ. Princely Huſbands. 
Ann. I'll go no leſs. | 
Mary. Not a Word more, 


Provide my Night-rail. 


ANG — What ſhall we e be To-morrow? = ++ Exeunt. 


bs SCENE II. 


Emer Be with a i. 


Luke, *T was no phantaſtick Object, but a Tante 
A real Truth, no Dream. I did not Us | 
And could wake ever with a brooding Eye 
To gaze upon't ! It did endure the Touch, . 


I ſaw, and felt it. Yet what I beheld _ 10s 5 


And handl'd oft, did fo tranſcend Belief 8 N 
(My Wonder, and Aſtoniſhment paſs'd fl 
I faintly could give Credit to my Senſes. 


Thou dumb Magician that without-a Charm 


Did'ſt make my Entrance eaſy, to poſſeſs 


What wiſe Men wiſh and toil for. Hermes ah, 


Syzillz*s golden Bough; the great Elixar, 
Imagin'd only by the Alchymiſt, 

Compar'd with thee are Shadows, thou the Subſtance 
And Guardian of Felicity. No marvel, 


My Brother made thy Place of Reſt his Boſom, 8 


Thou being the Keeper of his Heart, a Miſtreſs 


To be hugg d ever. In bye Corners of 


This ſacred Room, Silver in Bags heap'd up 


Like Billets ſaw'd, and ready for the Fire, 


08 


Unworthy to hold Fellowſhip with bright Gold 
Thatflow'd about the eng conceal'd itſelf. 
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ere 


There needs no artificial Light, the Splendor +, 


Makes a perpetual Day there, Night and, Darkneſs 


By that ſtill burning Lamp for ever baniſh'd. 
But when guided by that, my Eyes had made 


Diſcovery of the Caſkets, and they open'd, i 


Each ſparkling Diamond from itſelt ſhot forth 


A Pyramid of Flames, and in the Roof ity 


Fix it a glorious Star, and made the Place . _ 
Heaven's abſtract, or Epitome, Rubies, Saphires, 


| And Ropes of oriental Pearl; theſe ſeen I could not 


But look on Gold with Contempt. And yet I found 
What weak Credulity could have no Faith in 

A Treaſure far exceeding theſe. Here lay 

A Manor bound faſt in a Skin-of Parchment, 

The Wax continuing hard, the Acres melting. 

Here a ſure Deed of Gift for a Market Town, 

If not redeem'd this Day, which is not in 

The Unthrift's Power. There being ſcarce one Shire 


In Wales or England, where my Moneys are not 


Lent out at Uſury, the certain Hook 
To draw in more. I am ſublim'd! groſs Earth 
Supports me not. I walk on Air! - Who's there, 
Thieves! raiſe the Street, Thieves! . 


f 


Enter Lord, Sir John, Lacy, and Plenty, as Indians 


Lord. What ſtrange Paſſion's this? 


Have you your Eyes? do you know me 1 55 88 8 


Luke. You; my Lordi © + 
do: but this Retinue, in theſe Shapes too, 
May well excuſe my Fears. When *cis your Pleaſure 
That I ſhould wait upon you, give me Leave 
To do it your own Houſe, for I muſt tel} you, 
Things as they now are with me, well conſider'd, 


Ido not like ſuch Viſitants. 


Lord. Yeſterday N „ 
When you had nothing (praiſe your Poverty for't) 
You could have ſung ſecure before a Thief; 
But now you are grown rich, Doubts and Suſpicions, 


1 2 ny And 
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And needleſs Fears N you. Thank u good Bro- 


ther, 
But let not this exalt you. 
Luke. A good. Brother: 
Good in his Confrcience, I confeſs, and wiſe, 
In giving oer the World. But his Eſtate 


Which your Lordſhip may conceive great, no Way 


Anſwers the general Opinion. Alas, 


With a great Charge, I am left a poor Man by him. 


Lord. A poor Man, fay you? 
Luke. Poor, compar'd with what 
"Tis thought I do poſſeſs. Some hittle Band, 
Fair houſhold Furniture; a few good Debts, 
But empty Bags I find: yet I will be 


A faithful Steward to his "Wife and Daughters, 


And to the utmoſt of my Power 2 

His Will in all things. 

Tord. I'll not argue with you 

Of his Eſtate, but bind you to Performance 
Of his laſt Requeſt, which is for Teſtimony 
Of his religious Charity, that you would 
Receive theſe Indians, lately ſent him from 
Virginia, into your Houſe; and labou. 


At any Rate with the beſt of your Endeavours, 


Aſſiſted by the Aids of our Divines, 
To make em Chriſtians. 

Lake. Call you this, my Lord, 
Religious Charity! ? to ſend Inſidels 
Like hungry Locuſts, to devour the Wend 
Should iced his Family. I neither . 
Nor will conſent tot. . 

Lord. Do not ſlight it, tis 


With him a Buſineſs of ſuch ME Rr 


That ſhould he only hear tis not embrac d, 


And chearfully, in this his Conſcience aiming Al 
At the ſaving of three Souls, twill draw bim D's. 


To ſee it himſelf accompliſh'd, _ 
Luke. Heaven forbid 
J ſhould divert hun from his is holy Purpoſe 


4 
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To worldly Cares again, I rather will | 
Suſtain the Burthen, and with the Converted: 
Feaſt the Converters, who I know will prove 
The greater Feeders. 
Sir John. Oh, ha, enewab Chrifſh bully Ae, 
Plenty. Bnanla, 
Lacy. Harrico botikia bonnery. 
- Luke. Ha! In this Heathen La 
How is it poſſible our Doctors ſhould 
Fold Conference with em? or I uſe n 
For their Converſion? 
Tord. That ſhall be no Hindrance 
To your good Purpoſes, They have liv'd long 
In the Engl Colony, and ſpeak our Language 
As their own Dialect; the Buſineſs does concern you, 
Mine own Deſigns command me hence. Continue, 
As in your Poverty you were, a pious „ 
And honeſt Man. | . 
A Slave, and — 
Sir John. You conceive it right, 
There being no Religion, nor Virtue 
But in Abundance, and no Vice but Want. 
All Deities ſerve Plutus. | 
Luke. Oracle. 
Sir John. Temples rais'd to ane in the Increaſe! 
Of Wealth, and Reputation, ſpeak a wiſe man; 
But Sacrifice to an imagin*d Power, 
Of which we have no Senſe, but in Beliefs 
A ſuperſtitious Fool. 
Luke. True Worldly Wiſdom. 
Sir John. All Knowledge elſe is F nf 
Lacy. Now we are yours, 
Be confident your better Angel is 
Enter'd your Houſe. 
Plenty. There being nothing in 
The Compaſs of your Wiſhes, but ſhall end 
In their Fu to the Full. BE 
er -T 3 324-29 Sir Fohn. 
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Sir John. As yet, 

You do not know us; but when you underſtand 
The Wonders we can do, and what the Ends were 
That brought us hither, you will entertain us 
With more Ref; pect. 

Luke. There's ſomething whitpcrn tome, 
Theſe are no common Men—my Houſe is yours, 
Enjoy it freely: only grant me this, 

Not to be ſeen Abroad till I have heard 
More of your ſacred Principles. Pray enter, 
You are learned Europeans, and we worſe 
'Than ignorant Americans. 


* Sir _ You ſhall find it. _ [Exeunt, 


The End of the THIRD Acr. 


HERERERERERER ERERERERERERS 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


4 Enter Ding em, Gert-all and Holdfaſt. 


Ding em. 0 T ſpeak with him? with Fear ſurvey 
| me better, 
Thou Figure of Famine. 


Gett-all, Coming, as we do, 
From his quondam Patrons, his dear Ingles 00s 
The brave Spark Tradewel]. 
Ding em. And the Man of Men 
In the Service of a Woman, gallant Goldwire? . 


Enter Luke: 


Heldfaft. 1 know 'em for his 'Prent! ces, vithout 
Theſe Flouriſhes. Here are rude Fellows, Sir. 
| Ding em, 


8 
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Ding em. Not yours, you Raſcal? 
Holdfaſt. No, Don Pimp, you may ſeek 'em 
In Bridewell, or the Hole, here are none of your 
Comrades, 
Lutte. One of em looks as he would cut my Throat: 
Your Buſineſs Friends ? | 
Holdfaſt. T'll fetch a Conſtable, 
Let him anſwer him in the Stocks, 
Ding em. Stir and thou dar'ſt 
Fright me with Bridewell and the Stocks: ? they are 
Flea-bitings 
I am familiar with. | 77274 
Luke. Pray you put up. 
And Sirrah hold your Peace. 
Ding'em. Thy Word's a Law, 
And I obey. Live Scrape-ſhoe, and bebe 
Thou Man of Muck, and Money, for as ſuch 
I now ſalute thee. The Suburbian Gameſters 
Have heard thy Fortunes, and I am in Perſon 
Sent to congratulate. | 
Gett-all. The News hath reach'd 
The Ordinaries, and all the Gameſters are 
Ambitious to ſhake the golden Golls 
Of worſhipful Mr. Luke. I come from Trademell 
Lour fine facetious Factor. 5 
Ding em. I from Goldwire, 8 
He and his Hellen have prepared a Banquet 
With the Appurtenances to entertain thee, | 
For I muſt whiſper in thine Ear, thou art 
1⁰ be her Paris; but bring Money with thee 
o quit old Scores. 
Gett-all. Blind Chance hath frown'd upon 
Brave Tradewell. He's blown up, but not without 
Hope of Recovery, ſo you ſupply him 
With a good round Sum. In my Houſe I can aſſure you 
There's Half a Million ſtirring. 
Luke. What hath he loſt ? 
Gett-all. Three hundred. 
Luke, A Trifle, 
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Gelt- all. Make it up a Thouſand, 
And I will fit him with ſuch Tools as ſhall 
Bring in a Myriad. 
Tue. They know me well, \ 
Nor need you uſe ſuch Circumſtances for em. 
What's mine is theirs, They are my Friends, not 
x Servants; | 
But in their Care to enrich me, and theſe Courſes 
The ſpeeding Means. Your Name, I pray you? 
Gett. Gett-all. 
I have been many Years an Ordinary- keeper, 
My Box my poor Revenue. 
Luke. Your Name ſuits well 
With your Profeſſion. Bid him bear vp, he ſhall not 
Sit long on pennileſs Bench. 
Gett- all. There ſpake an Angel. 
Lake, You know Miſtreſs Shaveem ? 
Gett-all. The Pontifical Punk. 
Luke. The ſame. 
Let him meet me there ſome two Hears hence, 
And tell Tom Goldwire, I will then be with him, 
Furniſh'd beyond his Hopes, and let your Miſtreſs 
Appear i in her beſt Trim. 
Ding'em, She will make thee young, 
Old Z ſon. She is ever furniſh'd with 
Medea's Drugs, Reſtoratives. I fly 
To keep 'em ſober till thy Worſhip come, 
They will be drunk with Joy elſe. 
Geti-all. I'll run with you, 
[Exeunt Ding'em \ id Gett-all, 
Holdfaſt. You will not do as you fay, 1 3 
Luke. Enquire not, 
I ſhall do what becomes me- to the Door. bunu 
New Viſitants: What are they? 
Holdfaſt. A whole Batch, Sir, * 
Almoſt of the ſame Leaven: your _ Debtors, 4 
Penury, Fortune, Hoyt. 2 
Luke. They come to gratulate 


a The Fortune fall” n upon me. e 
| Heldfaft. 
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Holdfaſt. Rather, Sir, 
Like the others, to prey on you. 
Luke. I am ſimple, 
They know my good Nature, But let em in hott: 
Holdfaſt. All will come to Ruin; I ſee Beggary 
Already knocking at the Door, Tou may enter 
But uſe a Conſcience, and do not work udn 
A tender hearted Gentleman too much, | 
"Twill ſhew like Charity in you. 


Euer Fortune, | Penury and minen 


Luke. welcome Friends: | 
I know your Hearts, and Wiſhes; you are glad. 
You have chang'd your Creditor. 
Penury. I weep tor Joy 
To look upon his Worſhip's Face. 
Fortune. His Worſhips ? 
I ſee Lord Mayor written on his Forehead ;' 
The Cap of Maintenance, and City Sword 
Born up in State before him. 
Hoyft. Hoſpitals, r 
And a third Burſe erected by his Honour. 
Penury. The City Poet on the Pageant Day 
Preferring him before Greſham. | 
Hoyſt. All the Conduits 
Spouting Canary Sack. | 
Fortune. Not a Priſoner left, 
Under Ten Pounds. 
Penury. We his poor Beads-men n 
Our — his Bounty. 
Luke. May I make good 
Your Prophecies, gentle Friends, as ru endeavour 
To the utmoſt of my Power. 
Holdfaft. Yes, for one Year, 
And break the next. 
Luke, You are ever prating, Surah : 


Your preſent Buſineſs, Friends? 28 
Fortune. 
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Fortune. Were your Brother preſent, | 
Mine had been of ſome Conſequence; but now 
The Power lies in your Worſhip's Hand, tis little, 
And will I know, as ſoon as aſk'd, be grantor! 
Zate. "Js very probable, ......- i. x 
Fortune. The kind Forbearance 1 fort, t 
Of my great Debt, by your Means (Heaven be prais'd 
Hath rais'd my ſunk Eſtate. I have two Ships, 
Which I long ſince gave loſt, above my Hopes 
Return'd from Barbary, and richly — 1 
Luke. Where are they? 
Fortune. Near Graveſend. 
Luke. IT am truly glad of it. 


3 I find your Worſhip” 8 Charity, and dare 


ſwear ſo. 
Now may I have your-Lioinee; as I know. 
With Willingnets I ſhall, to make the beſt 
Of the Commodities, though you have Execution, | 
And after Judgment againſt all that's mine, 
As my poor Body, I ſhall be enabV'd 
To make Payment of my Debts to all the World, 
And leave myſelf a Competence. | 
Luke. You much wrong me, 
If you only doubt it. Yours Mr. Hoyſt ? 
Hoyſt. Tis the furrendering back the Mortgage of 
My Lands, and on good Terms, but three Days Pa- 
tience; 
By an Uncle's Death I have Means left to redeem i it, 
| — cancel all the forfeited Bonds I ſeal'd too | 
In my Riots to the Merchant; for I am 
Reſolv'd to leave off Play, and turn good Huſband. 


Luke. A good Intent, and to be cheriſh'd 1 in you. 


Yours Penury ? 
Penury. My State ſtands as it did, Sir: L 
What I ow'd I owe, but can pay nothing to you. 
Yet if you pleaſe to truſt me with ten Pounds more, 
I can buy a Commodity of a Sailor . 
Will make me a Freeman. There Sir is his Name; 
And the Parcels I am to deal for. — bim a 8 
. Lui. 


2 
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Luke. You are all ſo reaſonable. 1 
In your Demands, that I muſt Freely grant en, „ 
Some three Hours hence meet me on the Exchoe, n 
You ſhall be amply ſatisfy' d. * 
Penury. Heaven preſerve you. _ 1 
Fortune. Happy were London, if within her Wall 
She had many ſuch rich Men. 
[ Exeunt Fortune, Hoyſt, and Penury, ... 
Luke. No more, now leave me; 
I am full of various Thoughts. Be careful a, | 
I have much to do. | , 
Holdfaſt. And 1 ſomething to ay 
Would you give me hearing. 
Luke. At my better Leiſure. 
Till my Return, look well unto the Indians. 


In the mean Time do you as this directs you. [Exeunt+ 


SCENE II. 


Enter Gade Tradewell, Shave em, Secret, Gert. al, 
N and Ding' em. 


Coldwire. All that is mine is theirs. | ' Thoſe were - bb 
Words. XJ 
Ding em. I am authentical. | 
Tradewell. And that I ſhould not 
Sit long on pennileſs Bench. 
Gett all. But ſuddenly ſtart up 
A Gameſter at the Height, and cry at all. 
Save em. And did he ſeem to have an Inclination 
To toy with me? 
Ding'em. He wiſh'd you would put on 
Your beſt Habiliments, for he refoly'd 
To make a jovial Day on't. 
Goldwire. Hug him cloſe Wench, * 
And thou may'ſt eat Gold, and Amber. 1 well know 
bin | mb 
For a maſt inſatiate Drabber. He hath given, 
EY Before 
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Before he ſpent his own Eſtate, which was 
Nothing to the huge Maſs he's now POPs of, 
A hundred Pound a Leap, 5 
Sbave em. Hell take my Doctor, 
He ſhould have brought me ſome freſh Oil of Tak. 
Theſe Ceruſes are common. | 
Secret. *Troth, ſweet Lady, 
The Colours are well laid on. 
Geldwire. And thick enough, 
J find that on my Lips. 
Shave em. Do you ſo, Jack ſauce? 
Il keep 'em further off. 
Goldwire. But be aſſur'd firſt 
Of a new Maintainer e' er you caſhire the old one. 
But bind him faſt by thy Sorceries, and thou ſhalt 
Be my Revenue; the E College Study, 
The Reparation of thy ruin'd Face; 
Thou ſhalt have thy pro 
Thy Taylor, and . ſhall kneel 


To thee their Idol. Cheap/ide and the Exchange 
Shall court thy Cuſtom, and thou ſhalt forget 


There ever was a Saint Martin s. Thy Procurer 
Shall be ſheath'd in Velvet, and a reverend Vail 
Pafs her for a grave Matron. 
aa | 
And let loud Muſick when this Monarch enters 
Proclaim his Entertainment. 
Ding em. That's my Office. [Cornets flouriþ 
The Conſort's ready. : 


Enter Luke. 


Tradewell, And the God of Pleaſure, 
Mr. Luke our Comus enters. 

Goldwire, Set your Face in Order, 
J will prepare him. Live I to ſee this Day, 


And to acknowledge you my royal Maſter? 
Tradew:!, 


per and bald headed Coachman. 


Have an Eye to the 
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na” yy the Iron Cheſts or open, and the 
O a 
Ruſty for Want of Uſe ap pear again. 
Cett- all. Make my Ordinary flouriſh, 
Shaveem, Welcome, Sir, 
To your own Palace. Om 
Goldwire. Kiſs your Cleopotra, , . 
And ſhew yourſelf in your arora. Bounties 
A ſecond Anthony. 
Ding em. All the Nine Worthies.—— 
Secret. Variety of Pleaſures wait on you. | 
And a ſtiong Back. 
Luke. Give me Leave to breath, I pray you. 
Iam aftoniſh'd} all this Preparation 
For me? and this choice modeſt Reauty wrought 
To feed my Appetite. | 
All. We are all your Creatures. 
Luke. A Houſe well furniſh'd, 
Goldwire. At your own Coft, Sir, 
Glad] the Inſtrument. I prophecied | 
Lou ſhould poſſeſs what now you do, and therefore 
Prepar'd it for your Pleaſure. There's no Rg -, 
This Venus wears, but on my Knowledge was | 
Deriv'd from your Brother” s Cafh. The Leaſe of the 


* i 5 
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Houle 
And Furniture, coſt near a Thouſand, Sir. 8985 
Shave em. But now you are Maſter both of it and me. 
I hope you'll build elſewhere. _ 
Luke. And ſee you plac'd .. 
Fair one to your Deſert. As live, Friend Tradewel, 
I hardly knew you, your Cloaths ſo well become you. 
What is your Loſs; f eak Truth? 
Tradewell. Three undred, Sir. 
_ Gett-all. But on a new Supply he ſhall recover 
The Sum told twenty Times o'er. "Ox | ; 5 i 
Shave em. There is a Banquet, _ = | 
And after that a ſoft Couch that attends you. $2 1 
Lutte. I couple not in the Day- light. Expectation | 
Heightens th i Pla of the Night, my ſweet — | I 
our | 
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Your Muſick's harſh, diſcharge it: I have provided K 

A better Conſort, and you ſhall frolick it Ti 

In another Place. .-' De Muſick ceaſes. 

Goldwire. _ have you brought Gal and * Sh 

Sir,? 

4 Tradewell. I long to wear the Caſtor. FT It 
Goldwire. I to appear 21 ; " 

In a freſh-Habir: t | OL 

Sbave em. My Mercer and my Silkman KK | Ic 

 Waited me two Hours ſince. | M 

Luke. I am no Porter Ye 

To carry ſo much Gold as will ſupply „ Ne 

Your vaſt Deſires, bur Ir ta' en Order for you. | 5 

n 

| WI 

Euter Sheriff, Marſhal, and 2 1 » 

5 

You ſhall have what is fitting, and they come here Po 

Will ſee it perform'd. Do your Offices: You have 1 

— My Lord chief Juſtice” s Warrant for't. . | F 

s Sheriff. Seize em all. IR Ty | ( 

Shaveem, The City Marſhal! | To 

_ Goldwire, And the Sheriff! I know him, e an 1 

Secret. We are betrayed. FE You 

Ding A by Th 

Gett-all. Dear Mr. Like. | The 

Gelderire. Lou cannot be fo S Your Perſuaſion Thi 

Chid us into theſe Courſes, oft repeating, On 

Shew yourſelves City- ſparks, and han ng UP Money. of 

| Luke. True; ; hen it was my aber, 8 [ con- Lik 

e ee e Lik 

But now it is mine own, the Caſe is alter c. In ſ 

Tradewell. Will you prove yourſelf a Devi: The 

Tempt us to Miſchief, and then diſcover 1 „ ft 

Luke. Argue that hereafter. _ Dt My 

In the mean Time, Mr. Goldwire, you that made p, 

Your ten Pound Suppers; kept your Punks at Livery 8, 


In Breniford, Staines, and Barnet; and this in London. 


Held Co ref el with your F. ellow. caſhiers, 1 Fa 
| E K. My 
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Ka me, ka thee; and knew in your Dre 4 
To cheat my Brother, if you can evade me. 
If there be Law in Landon your Father's Bonds | 
Shall anſwer for what you are out. 
Goldwire, You often told us 
It was a Bug- bear. 
Luke. Such a one as ſhall fright” OO od e ann 2 
Out of their Eſtates to make me Satisfaction, a5 bak 
To the utmoſt Scruple. And for you, Wide bed 
My Cleopatra, by your own Confeſſion 
Your Houſe, and all your Moveables are mine; 
Nor ſhall you, nor your Matron need to trouble 
Your Mercer, or your Silkman ; a blue Gown, 
And a Whip to boot, as I will handle it 
Will-ſerve the Turn in Bridewell, and theſe ſoft Hands, 
When they're inur'd to beating Hemp, be ſcour d 
In your penitent Tears, and quite forget | 
Powders, and bitter Almonds. _ | - 
Shaveem, Secret, Ding em, Will _ ſhew no Mercy? 4 
Lake. I am inexorable. CE 
Geral, Taba: oY 07 HR 
To take my Leave, the Gameſters ſtay my coming: 
Luke. We muſt not part fo, gentle, Mr, Ge has Il | 
Your Box, your certain Income, muſt pay back. >. . 8 W 
Three Hundred as I take it, or you lie by it. | 100 
There's half a Million ſtirring in your Houle, - ... | 
This a poor Trifle, Mr. Shrief and Mr. Mahal | | 
On your Perils do your Offices. ety 
Goldwire. Doſt thou cry now — 
Like a maudlin Gameſter after Loſs ? - Pn ſuffer - f 
Like a Boman, and now in my Miſery, eo 
In ſcorn of all thy Wealth, to thy Teeth Fee 
Thou wert my Pander. 35 oo EW Ty 
Luke. Shall I hear this from HOY" EM LETT 
My Prentice? „% RS 
Marſhal. Stop his Moutu. - Seto 4 
og Away with em. pee 
IExeunt Sheriff, Mabel PET the 18.4 ; 
Lake. A proſperous Omen in my Entrance. to 
My alter'd Ow” Thele Houſe- thieves remov'd, 
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And what was loſt, beyond my Hopes recover'd, 
Will add unto my Heap. Increaſe of Wealth 

Is the rich Man's Ambition, and mine , 

Shall know no Bounds. The valiant Macedon | 

Having in his Conceit ſubdu'd one World, 
Lamented that there were no more mann 
In my Way, he ſhall be my great Examp 

And when my private Houſe In cram'd Abundatce 
Shall prove the Chamber of the City Poor, 
And Genoa's Bankers ſhall look pale with Envy 
When Iam mentioned, I ſhall grieve there is 

No more to be exhauſted in one Kingdom. 

Religion, Conſcience, Charity, farewel; 

To me you are Words only, and no more, 


8 c 15 NE Il. 


o 


Enter Serjeants Fortune, Hoyt, Penury 


Fortune. At Mr. Luke's Suit ?. 
The Action twenty Thouſand. | 
1 Serfeamt. With two or three Kxoviei, which 
ſhall grind * 
' You to Powder 54 55 we haye you in the Com 
Fortune. Thou do'ſt belie him Varlet. "Fee wy 
Gentleman, 
Will weep when he hears how we are us d. 
1 Serjeant. Yes, Milſtones. 


Penury. He promis'd to lend me ten Pound bor F 


Bargain, 
He will not do it this Way. 

2 Serjeant. I have warrant e 1 
For what I have done. You are a poor F elo 8 
And there being little to be got by you, 2 
In Charity, as I am an Officer, \ | 
I would nor have ſeen you, but upon Gompyllng 
And for mine own 9 1 
| 3 Serail 


All r Happineſs conf fiſts in Store, 1 ; (Exit. 
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3 Serjeant. Lou are a Gallant, 1 
And Ido 22 a Courteſy; provided 
That you have Money. For a Piece an Hour 
Pl —— you in the Houſe, till you ſend for Bail. 6 
2 Serjeant. In the mean Time, Yeoman, run to tlie 
| other Compter, 
And ſearch if there be ought elſe out againſt him: _ 
3 CSenjeant. That done, haſte to his Creditors. He 8 
a Prize, 
And as we are City Pirates by our Oaths, 
We muſt make the beſt on't. 
Hoyſt. Do your worſt; I care not. 
I'll be remov'd to the Fleet, and drink and drab there 
In Spite of your Teeth, Inow repent I ever 
* to be honeſt. 


Enter Luke. 


3 Serjeant. Here he comes 
| You had beſt tell ſo. 
Fortune. Worſhipful Si "MIT 
| You come in Time to free us from theſe Ban-doga, 
I know you gave no Way tot. | 
 Penury. Or if you did, 
*'T was but to try our Patience. 
Hayſt. I muſt tell you 
I do not like ſuch Trials. 
Luke. Are you Serjeants 
Acquainted with the Danger of a Reſcue, 
Yer ſtand here prating in the Street? The _—_ 
Is a ſafer Place to parly in. 
Fortune. Are you in earneſt ? 
Luke. Yes faith, J will be fatisfy'd to a Token, 
Or build upon't, you rot there, 
Fortune, Can a Gentleman, 
Of your ſoft and ſilken Temper, ſpeak ſach Language? 
Penury. So Honeſt, ſo Religious ? 
Heuſt. That preach'd 
So much of Charity for us to your Brother? 
Vor. IV. Z La. 


A 
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Luke. Yes; when I was in Poverty it ſhew'd well; 5 
Bur I inherit with his State, his Mind, EI, 2 ＋ 
And rougher Nature. I grant, then talk, d 
For ſome Ends to myſelf conceal'd, of Pity, 

The poor Man's Oriſons; and ſuch like nothing. 

But what I thought you all ſhall feel, and with Rigour, 
Kind Mr. Luke ſays it. Who pays for your Attendance? | In 
Do you wait Gratis? 

Fortune. Hear us ſpeak. 

Luke. While I, 

Like the Adder ; ſtop mine Ears. Or did I liſten, 
Tho? you ſpake with the Tongues of Angels to me, 
J am not to be alter d. 

Fortune. Let me make the beſt 
Of my Ships, and their Freight. 

Penury. Lend me the Ten Pounds you promis'd. 

Hoyſt. A Day or two's Patience to redecm my Mort- 


gage, 
And you ſhall be ſatisfy'd. Z 
Fortune. To the utmoſt Farthing. not 
Luke. I'll ſhew ſome Mercy; which i is, that I will 
Torture you with falſe Hopes, but make you know 
What you ſhall truſt to. Your Ships to my Uſe - 
Are ſeiz d on. I have got into my Hands 
Your Bargain from the Sailor, *twas a good one 
For ſuch a petty Sum. I will likewiſe take 
The Extremity of your Mortgage, and the Forfeit 
Of your ſeveral Bonds, the Uſe, and Principle 
Shall not ſerve. Think of the Baſket, Wrerches, | 
And a Coal. ſack for a Winding-ſheer. 
Fortune. Broker. | 
Fortune. Impoſter. SES * 
Haoyſt. Cut- throat. 1 885 | 
Fortune. Hypocrite. 
Luke. Do, rail on. 


Move Mountains with ydur Breath, it ſhakes not wie, | 

Penury. On my'Kaees I beg Compaſſion. My Wife 
Shall * Pray for your heroes | [and Children 
me, 


— 
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Fortune. Mine betake thee. [7 $<þ | 
To the Devil thy Tutor. 1 
Penury. Look upon my Tears. 134 1 ll. 
Hoyſt. My Rage. © | 

Fortune. My Wrongs. | 

Luke. They are all alike to me; 
Intreats, Curſes, Prayers, or Imprecations. 
Do 55 Sep Serjeants, Lam elſewhere look'd is. 
Exit N 
3 Serjeant. This your kind Creditor? 
2 Serjeant. A vaſt Villain rather. 
Penury. See, fee, the Serjeants = us. Yet he's 


Marble. 
Hoyſt. Buried alive! 
Fortune. There's no Means t to avoid i it. [Exeunt. 
8 Q E N E 2 


Rut Kela, Sue ME Millicent, 


Stargate. Not walt upon my Lady? * 
Holafaſt. Nor come at herr, 
You find it not in your Almanack. 
ſcent. Nor I have Licence 
To bring her Breakfaſt? 14 
Holdfaſt. My new Maſter hath _ 
Decreed this for a Faſting Day. She hath feaſted long; 
And after a Carnival, Lent ever follows. 
Milliſcent. Give me the Key of her Wardrobe. You' 1 
. repent this: 
1 muſt know what Gown ſhe'll wear; = 
Holdfaſt. You are miſtaken, 
Dame Preſident of the Sweetmeats. She and her 
Daughters 
Are turn'd Philofophers, ad muſt carry all 
Their Wealth about em. They have Cloaths laid in 
their Chamber, | 
-” they pleaſe to put em 8 7 without Help too, 
2 
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Or they may walk naked. You look Mr. Stargazz 


As you had ſeen a ſtrange Comet, and had now foretol4, 


The End of the World, and on what Day. Aud you, 
As the Waſps had broke into the Galley-pas, 
And eatenup your Apricots. 
Lady. (within) Stargaze! Milliſcent'! 
Milliſcent. My Lady's Voice. v* 
Holdfaſt. Stir not, you are confin'd. han: | a 
Your Ladyſhip may approach them if you pleaſe, 
But they are bound in this Circle. 
Lach. (within) Mine own Bees 
Rebel againſt me? When my kind Brother knows:is, 
I will be ſo reveng'd. 
Holdfaſt. The World's well alter'd; 
He's your kind:Rrather now. But ä 
Your Slave and * 


Enter Lady, 4 Mary, in * Habits weeping. 
Milliſcent. What Witch hath transform d you? 


Brother 
Promis d you ſhould appear in? 

Milliſcent. My young Ladies = 
In buffin Gowns, and green Largest . em of; 
Rakoe ſhew all amen be ſeen thus, | 


Stargaze. Is this the glorious Tay your cheating 


Haldfaft. Tis more comely, 
1 Wis, than their other whim-whams. 


. Milliſcept.. A French Hood too, 


Now tis out of Faſhion ! 2Pool'sC Cap would ſhew beter, 


Lady. We are fool'd indeed: By ä 340 
are we us'd thus 8 5 


Enter Luke. 


Fasel. Here he comes that can beſt reſolve you; 
| Lady. O good Brother! 7 


Do you thus Preferve ye your } Proteſtation to me? 


—— 


cu 


% 
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Can Queens ehvy this Habit? or did Juno E 

E're feaſt in ſuch a Sap e? | 
Ann. You talk'd of Hebe, , 
Of Iris, and I know not What; but were they 

Dreſs'd as we are? They were ſure ſome Chandler” $ 
Daughters 
Bleaching Linen in Moorſieldo. 

Mary.” Or Exthange Wenches, 
Coming from eating Pudding - pies on a Sunday 
At Pemlico, or Ming ton. 

Luke. Save you, Siſter. 
now dare tile you fo : You were before 
Too glorious to be look'd on; now you appear 
Like a City Matron, and my pretty Nieces 
Such things as were born, and bred there. Why ſhould 

you ape 

The Faſhions of Court-Ladies? whoſe high Titles 
And Pedigrees of long Deſcent give warrant 
For their luperfluous Bravery : ? Twas monſtrous : 
Till now you ne'er look'd lovely. — 

Lady. Is this f. poken : | 
In Scorn? | 1 5 

Luke. Fie, no, with Judgment, I make good 
My Promiſe, and now how: you like yourſelves, 
In your own natural Shapes, and ſtand reſolv'd, 
You ſhall continue ſo. | 

Lady. It is confeſs'd, Sir. 

Luke. Sit! N Uſe) your old Phraſe, I can bear! it. 

Lady. That if you pleaſe forgotten, We acknowledge 
We have Bend ill from you, yet deſpair not, 
- Tho! we are at your Diſpolure, you'll maintain us 


Like your Brother's Wife and Dayghters, 2 "4p 


Luke. *Tis my Purpoſe. 

Lady. And not make us ridiculous. 

Luke. Admird rather, | 
As fair Examples for our proud City Dames, 
And their proud Brood to imitate. not frown, 
I you do, I laugh, and glory that! have 


The Power in you t ſcourge's general Vice 
you to- 8 2 5 7 — Aa 
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And rife up a new Satyriſt. But hear gently, 
And in a gentle Phraſe I'll reprehend _ 
Your late diſguis'd Deformity, and cry up + 
This Decency and Neatneſs, with the N 
You ſhall receive by't. 
Lady, We are bound to hear you. | 
* With a Soul inclin'd to learn. Your Father was 
An honeſt Country Farmer. Good Man, humble, 
By his Neighbours ne*er call'd Maſter. Did your Pride 
Deſcend from him? but let that paſs : Your Fortune, 
Or rather your Huſband's Induſtry, advanc'd you 
To the Rank of a Merchant's Wife. He made a 
Knight, 
And your ſweet Miſtreſs- ſhip Ladyfied; you wore 
Sattin on ſolemn Days, a Chain of Gold, 
A Velvet Hood, rich Borders, and ſometimes 
A dainty miniver Cap, a ſilver Pin 
Headed with a Pearl worth Three Pence, and thus far 
You were priviledg'd, and no Man envy'd it; 
It being for the City's Honour that ; 
There ſhould be a Diſtinction between 
The Wife of a Patrician, and Plebean. _— 
" . Milliſcent., Pray you leave preaching, or chuſe ſome 
other Text; | 
Your Rhetorick is too moving, for it makes 
| Your Auditory wee 
da Peace, chattering Magpie, 
PI] treat of you anon: But when the Height 
And Dignity of Londen's Bleſſings grew 
Contemptible, and the Name Lady Mayoreſs 
Became a Bye-word, and you ſcorn'd the Means 
By which you were rais'd, my Brother's fond Indulgence, 
Giving the Reins to it ; and no Object pleaſed you. 
But the glittering Pomp, and Bravery of the Court; 
What a ſtrange, nay monſtrous Metamorphoſis follow d 
No Engliſob Work man then could pleaſe your Fancy; 
The French and Tuſcan dreſs your whole Diſcourſe ; K 
This Baud to Prodigality entertain'd, 
To buz1 into your Ears, what Shape this Cube be 
| "MF  Appear'd 


* es "ERGY 
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| 


Appear'd in the aſt Maſk, and how & der . 


The young Lord's Eyes upon her; and this Uſher 


Succeeded in the eldeſt *Prentice's TICS 

To walk before you. 
Lady. Pray you end. 
Holdfaſt. Proceed, Sir, 


— 


I could faſt almoſt a *Prenticeſhip to beds” 7 . 


You touch 'em fo to the Quick. 

Luke. Then as I ſaid, 
The Reverend Hood caſt off, your 9 Hair, 
Powder'd and curl'd, was by y our Dreſſer's Art 


Form'd like a Coronet, bang d with Diamonds, 
And the richeſt Orient Pearl: Your Carkanets 


T hat did adorn your Neck of equal Value; 


\ Your Hungerland Bands, and Spaniſh Quellio ruſſes: | 
Great Lords and Ladies feaſted to ſurvey 


Embroider'd Petticoats; and Sickneſs fain'd 
That your Night Rails of F orty Pounds a Piece, 
Might be ſeen with Envy of the Viſitants: 

Rich Pantables in Oſtentation ſhown, | 
And Roſes worth a Family. You were ſerv'd in Plate, 
Stir'd not a Foot without your Coach; and going 


To Church, not for Devotion, but to thew 


Your Pomp, you were tickl'd when the Beggars cry 'd 
Heaven ſave your Honour. This Idolatry h 
Paid to a painted Room. 

Holdfaſt. Nay, you have reaſon 4 


To blubber, all of you. 


Luke. And when you lay 


In Child-bed, at * Chriſtening of chis Minx, ix 


I well remember i it, as you had been 

An abſoJute Princeſs, ſince they have no more, 
Three ſeveral Chambers hung. The firſt with Arras, 
And that for Waiters; the ſecond Crimſon Sattin, 
For the meaner Sort of Gueſts; the third of Scarler 


Of the rich Tyrian Dye, a Canopy 


To cover the Brat's Cradle, you in State 
Like Pompey's Julia. 


Gags No more, I pra _ 3 | 
f, at Juke 
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Luke. Of this, he ſure you ſhall nat. I'll cut off 
Whatever is exorbitant in you, = 
Or in your Daughters, and reduce you to 
Your natural Forms, and Habits: not. in Revenge 
Of your baſe Uſage of me, but to fright 
Others by your Example: Tis decreed 
You ſhall ſerve one another, for I will 
Allow no Waiter to you, Out of Doors, 
With theſe uſeleſs Drones. 
Holdfaſt. Will you pack? 
Milliſcent. "ry till I have. 
My Trunks along with me. 
Luke. Not a Rag, you came 
Hither without a Box. 
Stargaze. You'll ſhew to me 
I hope, Sir, more Compaſſion, 
Holdfaſt. Troth Ill be 
Thus far a Suitor for him. He hath printed 
An Almanack. for this Year at his own Charge, 
Let him have th? Impreſſion with him to ſet upwith, = 
Luke, For once Il be intreated; let it be 
Thrown to him out of, the Window. 
Stargaze. O curſed Stats 
That reign'd at my Nativity! how: have: you cheat 
Your poor Obſerver. 
Ann. Muſt we part in Tears! ?, 
Mary. Farewell, gogd Milliſcent. 
I am ſick, and meet with 
A rough Phyſician. O my Pride! and Scom! 
How juſtly. am I puniſh'd! 
Mary. Now we ſuffer >. -7 
For our Stubbornefs and Diloboclencg.. 
To our good Father. 
Ann. And the baſe Conditiong, 
We impos'd upon our Suitors. 
Luke. Get you in, 
And Catterwall in a Corner. 
' Lady. There's no contending. 


[Lady, Ann, Mary, go. M at one Door, 1 and 
Milliſcent, at the other. 1 
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Luke. How lik'ſt thou my Carriage, Hold aft? 
Heldfaſt. Well in ſome Part, n 
But it reliſnes I know not how, a little 
Oft too much Fyranny. 
Laute. Thou art a F ool: 
He's cruel to himſelf, that dares not be | 
Severe {p thoſe that us'd him cruelly. [Exeunt; 
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ACT v. SCENE L 


Enter Luke, g John, Lacy, Plenty. 


OU care in as it ſeems, co be con- 

vertedd! 

To our Religion. 
Sir Jobn. We know no ſuch Word; | 

Nor Power but the Devil, and him we ſerve for 2 | 

Not Love. 
Luke. I am glad that Charge is ſav d. 8 | | 
Sir Jobn. We put | | 

That Trick upon your Brother, to have Means 

Jo come to the City. Now to you we'll diſcover 

The cloſe Deſign that brought us, with Afſurance 

If you lend your Aids to furniſh us with that 

Which in the Colony was not to be purchas d 

No Merchant ever made ſuch a Return 

For his moſt precious Venture, as you hall 

Receive from us; far, far above your Hopes, 

Or F ancy to imagine. 


Lale. 


Late. 
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Luke. It muſt be 

Some ſtrange Commodity, and of a gear Wales | 

(Such an Opinion is planted in me, | 

You will deal fairly) that I would not hazard, 

Give me the Name of*t. 

Lasch. I fear you will make 

Some Scruple in your Conſcience to grant it. 1 
Lake. Conſcience! No, no; ſoit may be done with 

And without Danger of the Law. 
Plenty. For that 

Lou ſhall ſleep ſecurely. Nor ſhall it diminiſh, 

But add unto your Heap ſuch an Increaſe, 

As what you now poſſeſs ſhall appear an Atom, 

To the Mountain it brings with it. 
Luke. Do not rack me 

With Expectation. 
Sir Zobn. Thus then in a Word: | 

The Devil. (Why ſtart you at his Name? if you 

Deſire to wallow in | Wealth and worldly Honours, 

You muſt make Haſte to be familiar with him). 

This Devil, whoſe Prieſt I am, and by him made 

A deep Magician (for I can do Wonders) 

Appear'd to me in Virginia, and commanded | 

With many Stripes (for that's his cruel — 

I ſhould provide on Pain of his fierce Wrath, 

Againſt the next great Sacrifice, at which 

We, groveling on our Faces fall before bim, v 

Two Chriſtian Virgins, that with their pure Blood 

Might dye his horrid Altars, and a thiud  _ 

(In his Hate to ſuch Embraces as are lawful) 

Married, and with your ceremonious Rites, 

As an Oblation unto Hecate, 

And wanton Luſt her Favourite. 
Luke. A deviliſh Cuſtom! __ | 

And yet why ſhould it ſtartle me? there a are 

Enough of the Sex fit for his Uſe: but Virgins, 

And ſuch a Matron as you ſpeak of, ny 

To be wrought to it. 

_ Plenty. A Mine of Gold for a Fee 

Waits him that undertakes it, and performs it 
* 


— 
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Lacy. Know you no diſtreſſed Widow, or poor 
Maids, whoſe Want of Dower, tho' well born, 
Makes em weary of their own Country? 

Sir Jobn. Such as had rather be 
Miſerable in another World, then where 
They have ſurfeited in Felicity ? 

Luke. Give me Leave, 

I would not loſe this Purchaſe. A grave 1 
And two pure Virgins! Umph! I think my Siſter 
Though proud, was ever honeſt; and my Nieces 
Untainted yet! Why ſhould not they be ſhipp?*d 
For this Employment? they are burthenſome to me, 
And eat too much, And if they ſtay in London, 

They will find Friends that to my Loſs will force me 
To Compoſition. Twere a Maſter- piece 
If this could be effected. They were ever 
Ambitious of Title. Should I urge 
Matching with theſe they ſhall live Indian Queens, 
It may do much. But what ſhall I feel here, 
Knowing to what they are deſign'd? They abſent, 
The Thought of them will avs me. It ſhall be ſo. 
Fl furniſh you, and to indear the Service 
In mine own Family, and my Blood too. 
Sir John. Make this good, and your Houſe ſhall not 
Contain the Gold we'll ſend „„ 
Luke. You have ſeen my Siſter, and my two Nieces! > 
Sir John. Yes, Sir. | 
Luke. Thele perſuaded 
How happily they ſhall live, and in what ET 
When they are in your Kingdoms, (for you mult 
Work in em a Belief that you are Kings) — 
Plenty. We are ſo. 
Luke. I'll put it in Practice inſtantly. Study you 
For moving LARGE: Siſter! es How! 


Enter Lady, Ann, Mia 


Still mourning ? dry your Eyes, and clear theſe Clouds 
That do obſcure your Beauties, Did you believe 


My 
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My perſonated Reptehenſion, though i 
It ſhew*d like a rough Anger, could bè ſerious? 
Forget the Fright I put you in, My Ends 
In humbling you was, to ſet off the Height 
Of Honour, principle Honour, which my Studies; 
When you leaſt expect it ſhalt confer upon you! 
Still you ſeem. doubtful : be not wanting to 
Yourſelves, nor let the Strangeneſs of the Means, 
With the Shadow of ſome Danger, render you 
Incredulous: e 
Lach. Our Uſage hath been ſuch. 
As we can faintly hope that your Intents 
And Language are the ſame. | 
Euke. VI! change thoſe Hopes 
To Certainties. 6 
Sir Jobn. With what Art he winds about them ! 
Luke, What will you ſay! or what Thanks ſhall I 
look for? P 
If now I raiſe you to ſuch Eminence, as 
The Wife, and Daughters of a Citizen 
Never arriv'd at? Many for their Wealth (I grant) 
Have written Ladies of Honour, and ſome few 
Have higher Titles, and that's the fartheſt Riſe” 
You can in England hope for. What think you 
If I ſhould mark you out a Way to live 
Queens in another Climate? . 
Ann. We deſire 
A Competence. | 
Mary. And prefer our Country's Smoke 
Before outlandiſh Fire. | | 
Lady. But ſhould we liſten 
To ſuch Impoſſibilities, tis not in 
The Power of Man to make it good, 
Luke, VII do't. F 
Nor is this Seat of Majeſty far remov'd. 
It is but to Virginia, 
| Lady. How, Virginia 


High Heaven forbid. Remember, Sir; I befeech you, 


What Creatures are ſhipp*dthither,”” 4 
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Ann. Condemn'd Wretches, | 
Forfeited to the Law. 
Mary Strumpets and Bawds, | 
For the Abomination of their Lives, 
Spew'd out of their own Country. 
Luke: Your falſe fears . | 0 
Abuſe my noble Purpoſes. Such indeed | | 
Are ſent as Slaves to labour there, but you | 
To abſolute Sovereignty. Obſerve theſe Men, 
With Reverence obſerve them. They are Kings, 
Kings of ſuch ſpacious Territories, and Dominions, 
As our great Britain meaſur” d, will appear 
A Garden to it. | P 
Lacy. You ſhall be ador'd there | 
As Goddefles. . ks | . 
Sir Jobn. Your Litters made of Gold 
Supported by your Vaſſels, proud to bear 
The Burthen on their Shoulders. 
Plenty. Pomp, and Eaſe, 
With Delicates that Europe never knew, 
Like Pages ſhall wait on you. 
 __ Luke, If you have Minds 
To entertain "hk Greatneſs offer d to you, 
With outſtretched Arms, and willing Hands embrace it. 
But this refus d, imagine what can make you 
Moſt miſerable here ; and reſt aſſur d. | 
In Storms it falls upon you: Take em in, | 
And uſe your beſt Perſuaſion. If that fail, | 
Pl] ſend em aboard in a dry Fat. | 
Sir Fobn. Be not moy'd, Sir. 
We'll work *eerto your Will: Yet ere we part, 
dur wörſdly Cond deferr'd, a little Mirth 
Would not miſbecome us. 
[Exeunt Lacy, Plenty, Lady, Ann, Mary, 
Luke. You ſay well, And now 
It comes into my Memory, this is my Birth-day, 
Which with Solemnity I would obſerve, : 
But that it would alk Aan. 


Sir 


7 ö 


= > 1 — 
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Wis Joby. That ſhall not grieve you. 

By my Art I will prepare you ſuch a Feaſt, 

As Perſia in her Heighth of Pomp, and Riot 

Did never equal ; and raviſhing Muſick 

As the Talian Princes ſeldom heard 

At their greateſt Entertainments. Name your Gueſts. 
Luke I muſt have none. 
Sir Jobn. Not the City Senate? 


Luke. No. 1 | 
Nor yet poor Neighbours. The firſt would argu: me 
Of fooliſh Oſtentation, The latter 
Of too much Hoſpitality, and a Virtue. N 185 \ 


_ Grown obſolete, and uſeleſs. I will fit _ 
Alone, and ſurfeit in my Store, while others 
With Envy pine at it. My Genius pamper'd 
With the Thought of what Lam, and what they ſuffer, 
FI have mark'd, out to Miſery. | 
Sir Jobn. You ſhall; 
And ſomething I will add, you yet conceive not, 
Nor will I be ſlow-pac's. | 
Luke. I have one Buſineſs, 
And that diſpatch'd I am free. 
Sir Jobn. About it, Sir, 


Leave the reſt to me. 109 
4 Till now I neber avid Magick. + [Exeunt, 


SCENE. IT. 


Enter Lord, Old Goldwire, ** Old Tradewell.. 


"2d Bellove b me, Gentlemen! I never was 

So cozen'd in a Fellow. He diſguis'd 
' - Hypocriſy in ſuch a cunning Shape 
Of real Goodneſs, that I would have ſworn 7 | 
This Devil a Saint. Mr. Goldwire, and Mr. 7. radewel, 
What do you mean to do? Put on. | 
Old Golawire, With your Lordſhip's Favour. 
Lord. Vl have 1 it ſo. | 


Ola 


* 


Remembring the Errors of our Youth, 


In a moderate Way. 
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Old Tradew. Your Will, my Lord, excuſes - a 
The Rudeneſs of our Manners. * 
Lord. You have receiv'd 
Penitent Letters from your Sons, I doubt not? J 
O!d Tradew. They are our only Sons. 
Old Goldw. And as we are Fathers, 


We would pardon Slips in them, _ 
Old Tradew. And pay for em 


Will be our Mediator. 
Lord. All my Power, 


014 Geldw. In which we hope your Leun 4 


Exter Luke, 
You freely ſhall command. eis he ! Foll are well met 
And to my Wiſh. And wondrous brave, 
Your Habit ſpeaks you a Merchant royal. 
Luke. What I wear, I take not upon truſt, 
Lord. Your Betters may, and bluſh not for't. 
Like. If you have nought elſe with me A b 
But to argue 1 I will make bold to leave you. 
Lord. You are very peremptory, Pray you ſay. 
I once held you an upright honeſt man. 
Luke. 1am honeſter now 


By a hundred thouſand pound (I thank my "Sod for t) 


Upon the Exchange; and if your late opinion 
Be alter d, who can help it? good my Lord 
To the point. I have other Buſineſs than to talk 
Of Honeſty, and Opinions. 
Lord. Yet you may 


Do well, if you pleaſe, to ſhew the one, — merit 


The other from good men, in a caſe that now - 
Is offer'd to you. 


Luke. What is't? I am l 


Lord. Here are two Gentlemen, the Fathers of 
Your Brother's *Prentices. 


Luke. Mine, my Lord, I take it. 
Tord. Mr. Goldwire, and Mr. Tradewell. 


Luke 
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Luke. They are welcome, if | 
They come prepar'd to ſatisfy the mange 
I have ſuſtain'd by their Sons. 
Old Golutv. We are, fo you pleaſe 
To uſe a Conſcience, 
Old Tradew. Which we hope you will do; - 
For your own Worfhip's Sake. | 
Luke, Conſcience, my Friends; 
And Wealth are not always Nei ghbours. Should 1 part 
With what the Law gives me, I ſhould ſuffer mainly 
In my Reputation. For it would convince me | 
Of Indiſcretion. Nor will you, I hope, move me 
To do myſelf ſuch Prejudice. | 
Lord. No Moderation ? | 
Luke. They cannot look for't, and 88 in 
Me a thriving Citizen's credit. Your bonds lie 


For your Sens Truth, and they ſhall anſwer all 


They have run out. The Maſters never proſper 
Since Gentlemens Sons grew Premices. When we we look 
To haveour Buſineſs done at Home, they are 
Abroad in the Tennis-Court, or in Partridge-Alley, 
In Lambeth Marſh, ora cheating Ordinary, 
Where I found your Sons. I have your Bonds, look tot. 
A thouſand Pounds a-piece, and that will hardly 
Repair my Loſfles. 
_ Lord. Thou dar'ſt not ſhew thyſelf 
Such a Devil. 

Luke. Good Words. OT 

Lord. Such a Cut-throat. Rik heard of 
The Uſage of your Brother's Wife, and Daughters, 
You ſhall find you are not lawleſs, and that your 
Monies cannot juſtify your Villanies. 

Zuke. J endure this. 
And good my Lord, now you talk in time of Monies 
Pay in what you owe me. And give me leave to wonder 
Your Wiſdom ſhould have Leiſure to conſider 
The Buſineſs of theſe Gentlemen, or my Carriage 
To my Siſter, or my Nieces, being yourſelf 
So much in my Danger. 


| Lori. 


* 


Lord. In thy Danger? 
Luke. Mine. 5 | 
I find in my Counting-houſe a Manor pawrlfd ; 
| Pawn'd, my good Lord, Lacy-Mazor, and that Manor 
From which you have the Title of a Lord, h 
And it pleaſe your good Lordſhip. You are a Nobleman, 
Pray you pay in my Monies. The Intereſt _ 
Will eat faſter in't, than Aqua- fortis in Iron. 
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f Now though you bear me hard, I love your Lordſhip, 


I grant your perſon to be priviledg'd 
From all Arreſts. Yet there lives a fooliſh Creature 
Call'd an Under-ſheriff, who being well-paid, will ſerve 
An Extent on Lords, or Lown's Land. Pay it in; 

I would be loth your Name ſhould fink ; Or that 
Your hopeful Son, when he returns from travel, 
Should find you, my Lord, without Land. Youare angry 


For my good Counſel. Look you to your Bonds; had I 


nown 


ready : Eo es: 
Lord, how you fret! but that a Tavern's near 
You ſhould taſte a Cup of Muſcadine in my houſe, 
To waſh down Sorrow; but there it will do better 
I know you'll drink a Health to me. [Exit Luke. 
Lord. To thy Darnnation, | 3 
Was there ever ſuch a Villain! Heav'n forgive me 
For ſpeaking ſo unchriſtianly, though he deſerves it. 
Old Gold. We are undone. 
Old Tradw, Our Families quite ruin'd. 


appear, 


SCENE the Laſt. 
Enter Sir John, and Holdfaſt. 


Sir Jobn. Be ſilent on your Life. 


Holdfaſt. Tam o'erjoy d. 
„ TT „„ Sir 


Of your Coming, believe it, I would have had Serjeants 


Lord. Take Courage, Gentlemen? Comfort may 


And Puniſhment overtake him, when he leaſt expects it. 


ern 
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Sir John. Are the — Placd 481 a rected? 
Holafaſt. Yes, Sir,. 
Sir. John. And che Muſici icians 16? ; 
"Holdfaft. All is done ur oy 
As. ou commanded. | 
"Sir Jobn [af the ber] Make lie, abe chu, 
You know your, Cue, and Poſtures. - 
Plenty. [within] We are perfect. rake 
Sir Fobn. *Tis well: Are iche reſt come too * 8 
Holdfaſt. And diſpos'd of 
To your own Wi 


be at. Set forth the Table: 80 
* Enter Servants with a rich Babs. 


A parti? Bangact,” At the Upper-end, as 
21 Chair in State, He ſhall feaſt like 4 Prince. 
Hleldfaſt. And riſe ke: a Dutch Hangman. 


Enter Luke. 


Sir Jeb. Not a Word more. Ee | 
How like you the Preparation 2 F At your Room, 4:4 
And taſte the Cates; then in your Thoughts _—_— 

A rich Man, that lives wiſely to himſelf, wy 
In his full Height of Glory. 

"Luke. I can brook 3 
No Rival in this Happineſs. How. ſweetly 
Theſe Dainties, when unpay*d for, pleaſe my Palate 
Some Wine, Joe, Nectar. Brightneſs to the Star 
That govern'd at my Birth. Shoot down thy Influence, 


And with a Perpetuity of being 

Continue this Felicity, not gain'd 

By Vows-to Saints above, and much leſs purchas'd 
By thriving Induſtry ; nor fall'n upon me 

As a Reward to Piety, and Religion, 

Or Service to my Country. I owe all this 

To Diſſimulation, and the Shape 

I wore of Goodneſs. Let 824 3 number 'h 1 | 
His 
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His Beads devoutly, and believe his Alßm -  ; 

To Beggars, his Compaſſion to his Debtors, id 
Will wing his better Part, diſrob'd of Fleſh, . 
To ſore above the Firmament. Iam well, 

And ſo I ſurfeit here in all Abundance ; 

Tho? ſtil'd a Cormorant, a Cut- throat, „ 
And proſecuted with the fatal Curſes 
Of Widows, undone Orphans, and what elſe 
Such as malign my State can load me with, 

I will not envye it. You promis'd Muſick ? 

Sir Jobn. And you ſhall hear the Strength and Power 
Of it, the Spirit of Orpheus rais'd to make it good, 
And in thoſe raviſhing ſtrains with which he mov'd 
Charon and Cerberus to give him Way 5 | 
To fetch from Hell his'loſt Eurydice, © 
Appear ſwifter than Thought. f os 


Muſick. At one Door Geben, 'at the other 
Luke. Tis wondrous BE BY "IE ? 
Sir Zahn. Does not the, Obj ect and che Accent take 
Lake, A pretty Fable. But that Muſick ſhould 

Alter in Fiends their Nature; is to me 
Impoſſible. Since in myſelf I find 
What I have once decreed; -ſhall know r no > Change. 
Sir Fohn. You are conſtant to Your: 5 YpAGs, yet] 
think 2 
Phat I could ſtagger you. 5 
Luke. How ? 8 19 foie 
Sir Jobn. Should I preſent 
Tour Servents, Debtors, and the FEY, that ſuffer” 3 
By your fit Severity, I preſume the Sight 
Would move you to Compaſſion. 
+ Luke. Not a mote. 
The Mulick that your Orpheus, made, was barſh 
Io the Delight I ſhould receive in hearing 
Their Cries and Groans: If it be in your Power 


I would now ſee em. | 
Sir Jobn. Spirits in their Shapes 


Shall ſhew them as _ are. But if it ſhould move you? 


Aa 2 Luke 
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Luke. If it do. May I ne'er find Pity. 1 

Sir John. Be your own judge. y try 
Appear as I commanded, | | 3 


[Sad Muſt, oh Euter Goldwire, and Tradewell as from 
Priſon. Fortune, Hoyſt, Penury following after then, 
Shave'em in a Blue-gown; Secret, Ding'em, Old 
Tradewell, and Old Goldwire, with Serjeants. 4; 
directed, they all kneel to Luke, beaving up their Hand; 
Jar Mercy. ents with a Pack of Almanacks, 
Mäilliſcent. | 


Luke. Ha, ha” ha ! 
» This move me to Compaſſion ? Or raiſe 
One Sign of ſeeming Pity in my Face ? 
| You are deceiv'd. It rather renders me 
More flinty, and obdurate: A South Wind 
* * Shall ſooner ſoften Marble, and the Rain - 
That flides down gently from his flaggy Wings \ 
"Oferflow the Alps, than Knees, or T ears, or Groans, | 
Shall wreſt Compunttion from me. Tis my Glory 
That they are wretched, and by me made fo, 
It ſets my Happineſs off. I could not triumph 7 
If theſe were not my Captives. Ha ! my Tarriers : 
As it appears, have ſeiz d on theſe old F * ad . 
As Igave order. New Addition to 
My Scene of Mirth. Ha, ha! They now grow edion 
Let em be remov'd; ſome other Object, if \ 
Your Art can ſhew it. „ { 
Sir 7Zebn. Lou ſhall perceive. tis anti. =” 
2 
1 


a 4 


Vet one Thing real, if you pleaſe ? 
Luke. What is it?: fe 
Sir John. Your Nieces e're they put to Sea, craye 
-_, humbly, 
Though abſent in their Bodies, they may take Leave 
Of their late RE Statnes. k 


? Ever er Ann, and Wars. * 
Fals There they hang 3 © 1 ae A 
91 


M 13 [a Thing indifferent I am craftable 


fi 
1 


VS, 


we 


di 


I'll give theſe Organs. This the Sacrifice. 


* 4 * 
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Sir John. Thek, pay your Vows, you have Liberty. 
Ann. O ſweet Figure [Plenty and — ready behind. 
Of my abuſed Lacy / When remov'd 


Into another World; I'll daily pay © 


A Sacrifice of Sighs, to thy Remembrance; _- - + 

And with a Shower of Tears ſtrive to waſh off 

The Stain of that Contempt, my fooliſh Pride, 

And Infolence threw upon the. 
Mary. I had been 4 

Too happy, if I had enjoy'd the Subſtance, 5 


But far unworthy of it, nqw I ſhall. 


Thus proſtrate to thy Statue, 
Lady. My kind Huſband, 
Bleſſed 3 in my Miſery, from the Monaſtery | 
To which my Diſobedience confin'd thee, 
With thy Soul's Eye, which Diſtance cannot hinder, 


| Lock on my Penitence. O] that I could 


Call back time paſt, thy holy Vow diſpens'd, — 
With what Humility would I obſerve | . 
My long neglected Duty. 

Sir John. "Does not this move you ? 

Luke. Yes, as they do the Statues, and her Sorrow by 


My abſent Brother. If by your magick Art 


You can give Life to theſe, or bring him hither 
To witneſs her Repentance, 1 may have 


Perchance ſome feeling of it. 


Sir John. For your Sport = py 


You ſhall ſee a Maſter-piece. Here's nothing but 


A Superficies, Colours, and no Subſtance. | 
Sit ſtill, and to your wonder and Amazement,” 4 


To make the 9 Work perfect. ; 9 K 


Euler a and Plenty. „„ i 7 


Fae Prodigious. | 
Sir 7obn, Nay, they have Life il Karan Defend, 


And for your abſent Brother. This waſh'd off, 2 


1 
- i - + 4 ve * ; —  } 


3 your Winz PA ſhall know him. 
r a - Huler 
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Enter Lord ell the Rept. 


Lake. Tam loft. 
Guilt ſtrikes me durnb. 
Sir Fobn. You have ſeen, - my Lorch the Pageant: ? 

Lord. I have, and am raviſh'd with it, 
Sir John. What think you now 
Of this clear Soul? this honeſt pious Man? 
Have I ſtrip'd him bare? Or will your Lordſhip have 
A farther Trial of him ? 'Tis not in a Wolf to change 
his Nature. | 
Lord. I long ſince confes'd my Error, 
Sir John. Look up, I 1 Jod, i 
And ſeal your Pardons thus. 
Lach. I am too full 
Of Joy to ſpeak it. | 
Ann. I am another Creature; | 5 | 
Not what I was. . e - bent: | | 
Mary. I yow to ſhew myſelf ' ] 
When J am martied, an humble Wife, f 
Not a commanding Miſtreſs. = 
Plenty. On thoſe Terms 
I gladly thus embrace you. 
Taq. Welcome to | | 
My Boſom. As the one-half of by elk, 
III love you, and cheriſh you. 
Goldw. Mercy. 
 Tradewell and the rep. Good Sir, Metey. = F 
Sir Foby. This Day is facred to it. All "ſhall 1 find me 
As far as lawful Pity can give Way to't, | 
Indulgent to your Wiſhes, though with Loſs 
Unto myſelf. My kind, and honeſt Brother, 
Looking into yourſelf, have you ſeen the Gorgon * ? 
What a golden Dream you have had in the Polieſſion 
Of my-Eltate ? but here's a Revocation 
That _ you out of it. Monſter in Nature! 
Revengeful, avaricious Atheiſt, 
Tranſcending all Example. Bot I mall be 


ot 


* 
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A Sharer in thy Crimes, ſhould I repeat em. 1 
What wilt thou do? Turn Hypocrite again, 
With hope Diſſimulation can aid thee? 
Or that one Eye will ſhed a Tear in ſign 
Of Sorrow far thee? I have warrant to _ [tos 
Make bold with mine own, pray you uncaſe. This key 
I muſt make bold with. Hide thyſelf in ſomeDeſart, 
Where good Men ne'er may find thee; or in Juſtice 
Pack to Virginia, and repent ; not for | 
Thoſe horrid Ends to which thou did'ſt deſign theſe. 
Luke. I care not where l 80. What s done with Words 
Cannot be undone. * Luke. 
Lady. Yet, Sir, ſhew ſome Mercy ; ; 
Becauſe his Cruelty to me, and mine, 
Did Good upon us. 
Sir John. Of that at better Leiſure, | 
As his Penitency ſhall work me. Make you good 
Your promis'd Reformation, and inſtruct 
Our City Dames, whom Wealth makes proud, to move 
In there own Spheres ; and willingly to confeſs 
In their Habits, Manners, and their higheſt Port 
A Diſtance * twixt the City and the Court. 


[ Exeunt Omnes. 
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To my judicious and 1 Friend the Author- 
[James Shirley] upon bis ingenious Poem, The 


5 Grateful Servant, a Comedy, publiſbed in 1630. 


Elan Hough I wel know, that my obſcurer Name 
*r L Liſted with theirs *, who here advance thy 
* Fame, 92 h | Ivy 
Cannot add to it, give me 13 to be, 
Among the reit, a modeſt Votary 
Ac th' Alar of thy Muſe. I dare not raiſe 
Giant Hy perboles unto thy Praiſe; | 
Or hope it can find Credit in this Age F . 
Though I ſhould ſwear, in each triumphant Page 
Of this thy Work, there's no Line but of Weigh, 
And Poely itſelf ſhewn at the Height: 
Such common Places, Friend, will not agree 
With thy own Vote, and my Integrity. _ 
I'll ſteer a mid Way, have clear Truth my Guide, 
And urge a Praiſe which cannot be denied. 
Here are no forc'd Expreſſions, no rack d Phrases 
No Babel Compoſitions to amaze | 
The tortur'd Reader; no believ'd Defence nd eat Þ- 
To ſtrengthen the bold Arbeifts Infolencez | | -- - 
No obſcene Syllable, that may compel — 
A Bluſh from a chaſte Maid, but all fo well 
Expreſs d and order'd, as wiſe Men muſt ſay 
It is a grateful Poem, a good Play: 
And ſuch as read ingenuouſly, ſhall find 
Few have qutſtrip'd thee, many halt behind: 
| Philip Maier. | 


John Fox, John Hall, Charles Aleyn, Thomas Randolph, Robart 
* „ Thomas Crafira, _—_ H N 
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25 bis Son 0 upon bis Minerva . 


888 HO U- art my Son; in chat my Choice is 


8 ſpoke: 6 
Pl = Thine with thy Father 8 Muſe —_ equal! 


Stroke, 

It ſhew'd more Art in Virgil to -- "iy : | 
And make it worth the hearing, his Gnat's Fate; 
Than to conceive what thoſe great Minds muſt be 
That ſought, and found out, fruitful Italy. 

And ſuch as read and do not apprehend, [+ 
And with Applauſe, the Purpoſe and the End 
Of this neat Poem, in themſelves confeſs 
A dull Stupidity and Barrenneſs. 
Methinks 1 do behold, in this rare Birth, 
A Temple built up to facetious Mirth, 
Pleas'd Phebus ſmiling on it: doubt not, then, 
But that the Suffrage of judicious Men 
Will honour this Thalia; and, for thoſe - 

That praiſe Sir Beuis, or what's worſe in Proſe 
Let them dwell ſtill in Ignorance. To write 
In a new Strain, and from it iaiſe Delight, 
As thou in this haſt done, doth not by Chance, 
But Merit crown thee with the Laurel Branch. 


Philip Maſi inger. 


. 


Janes Shirky. | | 
+ The Innovation of Penelope and Ubi, a mock Poem. See Wit 
reſtored, in ſeveral ſelect Poems not OE publiſh'd. Octavo 1658 


p. 142. 
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Poems on ſeveral Occafims: 


25 the R; 857 ae + oy a 1 NI Lord 


and Patron Philip Earl of Pembroke and Mont- 
omery, Lord Chamberlain of his. Majeſty 5 Houſe- 


1d, &c. upon the deplorable and untimely Death of 
his late truly N Son Charles Lord Herbert, .- 


Sc. 


2c W A 8 Fate, not Want of Duty did me wrong; ; 
Or with the reſt, my Hymeneal Song 

98 Had been preſented, when the Knot was 7 d 

That made the:Bridegroom and the Bride N 

A happy Pair. I curs'd my Abſence then 

That hinder'd it, and bit my Star- croſꝰd Pen, 

Too buſy in Stage Blanks, and trifling Rhime, 

When ſuch a Cauſe call'd, and ſo apt a Time 

To pay a general Debt; mine being more 

Than they could owe, who ſince, or heretofore, 

Have labour'd with exalted Lines to raiſe 

Brave Piles, or rather Pyramids of Praiſe, 

To Pembroke and his Family : And dare I, 

Being ſilent then, aim at an Elegy? 

Or hope my weak Muſe can bring forth one ve 

Deſerving to wait on the fable Hearſe 

Of your late hopeful Charles? His Obſequies _ 

Exact the Mourning of all Hearts and Eyes 

That knew him, or lov'd Virtue. - He that would: 

Write what he was, to all Poſterity, ſhould © 7 

Have ample Credit in himſelf, to borrow © 

(Nay make his own) the ſaddeſt Accents, Sorrow 

Ever expreſs'd, and a more moving Quill | 

Than Spencer us'd when he gave ry 

A living Epicedium. For poor me 

; 1 Truth! vow it is no F lattery, 
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I from my Soul wiſh (if it might remove. | 
Grief's Burthen, which too feelingly you prove) 
Though I have been ambitious of Fame, 

As Poets are, and would preſerve a Name, 
Fhat, .my Toys burnt, I'd liv'd unknown to Men, 
And ne er had writ, nor ne'er to write again. 
Vein Wiſh, and to be ſcorn'd ! Can my foul Drofs 
With ſuch pure Gold be valu'd? or the Tos 


Of Thoufand Lives like mine merit to be | 
The fame Age thought on, hem his Deſtiny 


Is only whe hey ? No, my Lord, his Fate 
Is to be prized at a higher Rate; 

Nor are the Groans of common Men to be 
Blended with thoſe which the Nobility 
Vent hourly for him. That great Ladies mourn 
His ſudden Death, and Lords vie at his Urn 
Drops of Compaſſion; that true Sorrow, fed 
With Show'rs of Tears, ſtill bathe the widow'd Bed 
Of his dear Spouſe; that our great King and s 
(To grace your Grief) diſdain*d not to be ſeen 
Your royal: Comforters; theſe well become 
The Loſs of ſuch a Hope, and on his Tomb 
Deſerve to live. But, ſince no more nen be 
Preſented, to ſet off his Tragedy, VET; 
And with a general Sadneſs, -why ſhould you re 
(Pardon my Boldneſs !) pay more than his Due, 

Be the Debt ne er ſo great? No Stoick can, 
As you were a loving Father, and a Man, 
Forbid a mod*rate Sorrow; but to take 
Too much of it, for his or your own Sake, 
If we may truſt Divines, will rather . 
Cenſut d repining than true Piety. [1 
I ſtill preſume too far, and more than Fear | 
My Duty may offend - preſſing too near 
Your private Paſſions. I thus conclude, 
If now you ſhew your paſſive Fortitude 

In bearing this Affliction, and prove 

You take i it as a err ved n's Love 


1 , 


And 


And Favour to you, you ere re long long hall ſee cart? 
Your ſecond Care return'd from Italy, 
To bleſs his native England, each rare Part 


That in his Brother liv'd, and joy'd your Heart 
| Transfer'd to him, and to the World make known 


He takes Felon of what's now his « own. 


' Your Honour's 
moſt humble 
and faithful Servant, 


PaiLiy Mas$INGER; 


The. End of the Foux Ta Vortume: | 
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